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Dedicated to 

The Memory of 
FREDERIC LAWRENCE KNOWLES, '94 



IN MEMORIAM F. L. K. 

Of such as thou wert, there are few — 

Alas^ too few for us to spare, 
A singer with a note so true — 

A poet with a heart so fair. 

O poet of a prosy day, 

We ill can spa/re thee all so young. 
To thee, sweet spirit, let us say. 

Thanks for the songs that thou hast sung. 
Franklin P. Adams 
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Prefatory Note 



Some twenty years have flown since Fred- 
eric Lawrence Knowles, Wesleyan Univer- 
sity's poet-son, penned the prefatory note to the 
first edition of Wesleyan Verse and sent that 
excellent little volume forth to the comrade- 
ship of the Alumni of "the college on a hill." 
And far and wide has it served its mission as 
companion of fireside hours, stimulus to rare 
reminiscence and rejuvenator of care-worn 
spirits. It has served well to keep age in the 
background and the joys of undergraduate 
days alive and eternal. 

Since the first appearance of this book, Mr. 
Knowles himself gained a lasting place in the 
world of those who appreciate the heart-songs 
and expression of the larger faiths of life by 
one who sings his own soul into the product 
of his pen. Then, too, the number of Wes^ 
leyan men who have ventured into the field of 
verse has increased during the years. Their 
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Prefatory Note — Continued 

verses have multiplied in number. Names 
unknown to the first edition have foimd some 
place among Wesleyan readers. And through 
the flight of time the spirit and character of 
the imdergraduate verse inspired by the 
"brown old row of college halls" has remained 
unchangjsd. 

Many have expressed a desire that the old 
and new be brought together in a new edition, 
especially as the first edition is out of print 
and its contents imknown to most of the un- 
dergraduates of today. So this second edi- 
tion, based on and including a large part of 
the first edition, together with the best that 
has appeared during the intervening years, is 
now sent forth. 

Were Mr. Knowles alive, the task of re- 
vision and expansion would fall to him ; hence 
there is a imique fitness in dedicating this 
volume of Wesleyan Verse to him. 

The editors desire to express their debt to 
Miss Mary M. Barrows, the aunt of Frederic 
Lawrence Knowles, who is the owner of the 
copyright on his poems, for her gracious con- 
sent to their use in this volume. 

Mr. Knowles's first collected poems, "On 
Life's Stairway," were dedicated to Profes- 
sor Caleb T. Winchester. The editors are 
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Prefatory Note — Continued 

grateful to Professor Winchester, not cmly 
for permission to reprint his Introduction to 
the first edition of Wesleyan Verse, but also 
for the additional paragraphs, which appear 
with it 

The work of the present editors is done 
with a hope that they may add some bit to the 
realization of our wdl-loved singer's prophecy : 

O ivied walls, O storied halls, 
O Shrine of long ago, 
The altar fires our fathers lit. 
Shall still more brightly glow. 

THE EDITORS 
May, 1914. 
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Introduction 



It is a remark of one of the most astute 
of living literary critics that there is scmie 
time in the life of every young man, not al- 
together an idiot, when he thinks within him- 
self that he may be a poet It is an illusion, 
doubtless, that most of us soon outgrow; but 
it is pleasing while it lasts, and not all ungrate- 
ful in the memory. There are few men who 
do not cherish for their young dallyings with 
the muse, as for other follies of those first, 
best days, a secret tenderness which the se- 
verer judgment of years might hardly approve. 
Those of us who are getting near the fifties 
have, indeed, a natural reluctance to expose 
before the unsympathetic eye of the public our 
own lapses into verse. Truth to say, in these 
years of soberer blisses than those which fur- 
nish the conventional rhyme, we discover in 
our early verse an occasional unfortunate 
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I ntroduction — Continued 

union of laxity of sentiment with flatness of 
phrase; our lines to Chloris seem more juve- 
nile than we had thought, now that Chloris 
has a son just going into college, or — ^worse 
yet — threw us over for another poet some 
twenty-five years ago. But if we feel con- 
strained to a wholesome reserve upon our 
own poetry, we have a certain indulgent par- 
tiality for any other attempts to set the joys of 
youth in the music of verse. 

No one will say, then, that my friend, Mr. 
Knowles, has done ill in bringing together this 
little volume of verses culled from the col- 
lege periodicals of Wesleyan of the last ten 
years. Whether it contains any names de- 
signed some day to a place on the roll of 
American poets, we need not conjecture; its 
compiler may surely make the more modest 
claim that it compares favorably with similar 
collections of college verse. To the alumni of 
recent years, it will be a pleasant souvenir of 
the life they have lately left. To us older fel- 
lows, for whom poetry is no longer in the list 
of possibilities, these verses may serve as a 
welcome assurance that youth, with its vague 
desires and its innocent follies, still lives peren- 
nial in the scenes where once we knew it; per- 
haps in some moment of backward looking 
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Introduction — Continued 

they may draw from us a reluctant assent to 
old Herrick's lines, 

''That age is best which is the first. 
When youth and blood are warmer/' 

and constrain us to admit that the philosof^y 
of life's afternoon is a poor exchange for the 
poetry of its morning. 

4t 4c 4c 4c 4t 4t 

So I wrote twenty years ago, with some 
assumption of the patronizing dignity of age. 
When age really is arriving, one is a little less 
inclined to admit it, or to claim any of its dig- 
nities and immunities. Not unmindful, I trust, 
of the treasures of experience and of memory 
that another score of years has brought, I must 
still look back with something of longing upon 
the careless years of youth ; and as I read over 
again, the other day, the poems of tfiat early 
volume, I found the becoming resignation of 
age disturbed by some thrills of envy and 
regret. 

To read that verse brought one keener, per- 
sonal pang. Every one who remembers that 
group of youthful versifiers of twenty years 
ago must feel a deep sense of loss lliat the 
leader of the choir, he who seemed the embodi- 
ment of youth and hope and song, was so early 
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I ntroduction — Continued 

taken from us. Some of the poems of Fred- 
eric Lawrence Knowles in this book, though he 
thought them too slight to deserve a place in 
his later volumes, have a charm of phrase, a 
union of sentiment, melody and imagination 
very unusual in college verse. And the prom- 
ise of that earliest verse he was rapidly and 
surely fulfilling when his voice fell silent. To 
those of us who knew him from boyhood, he 
will seem forever yoimg, our one Wesleyan 
poet. 

It was a happy thought to complete the 
early volume of Wesleyan verse by some of 
the lyrics of our later college poets. Not even 
the prejudice of age can give me any good 
reason to think this later verse inferior to that 
of the boys behind the nineties; higher praise 
than that, in my judgment, it need not ask. 

C. T. Winchester 
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In "Wesleyan Verse" you look in vain 
For epic or heroic strain. 
Not ours to climb the heights sublime 
Which hardly nuisters dare to climb; 
We only sing of youth, and joy, 
And love — the credo of the boy; 
And if a minor chord intrudes 
Mayhap amongst the gayest moods. 
Regard it no forbidden guest. 
But know, alas! sic vita est! 
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WESLEYAN VERSE 



SECRETS 

O rose, clinib up to her window 
And in through the casement reach, 

And say what I may not utter, 
In your beautiful silent speech ! 

She will shake the dew from your petals, 

She will press you close to her lips, 
She will hold you never so lightly 
In her warm, white finger-tips. 

And then — who can tell? — she may whisper 

(While the city sleeps below), 
"I was dreaming of him when you woke me. 

But, rose, he must never know." 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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TO A GIRL ON A GREEK FRIEZE 

How often have I gazed into thy face, 

And wished those lips could pulse again with 

red, 
Those eyes could answer mine, thy feet could 
tread 
The choral dance anew with old-time grace; 
Thy rounded arms, which now entwine that vase. 
And poise it high before that perfect head, 
Could clasp me in their new found warmth in- 
stead, 
Thy heart could join with mine in sweet em- 
brace. 

Ah, then we'd leave the noisy, smoky town. 
And through the fragrant meadows haste 
away, 
And whispering woods, to some fair sleepy 
glade. 
Where fairies weave the flowers in many a 
crown ; 
Where all is rest and mirth, where wood- 
n)rmphs play. 
And Pan still pipes beneath the friendly 
shade. 

Ashley Horace Thorndike 
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THE MOONBEAM AND THE SAIL 

The full moon hung above the sea. 
We leaned against the vessel's rail 
And watched a moonbeam kiss the sail. 

The full moon hung above the sea. 

The full moon sank beneath the sea. 

The play went on beside the rail ; 

My role "The Moonbeam"; hers "The Sail." 
The full moon sank beneath the sea. 

Charles Otis Judkins 



TO A SLIPPER 

What, my gay red slipper I 

Lying here forgot? 
Some gay ruthless tripper — 

Nay, I know her not- 
Found your luster dimming, 

Hence your hapless lot. 

Now that I have spied you. 

Where the fickle elf 
Let this clutter hide you. 

You shall grace my shelf; 
Fitly, too; for, listen! 

I'm cast oflF myself. 

Emil Harry Blichfeldt 
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CHEZ LE CORDONNIER 

Tiny shoe, 

Very few 

Have so fair a fate as you. 

All the loveliness you'll hold 

Rarely stands on heel and sole. 

Empty shoe, 

Cold and new, 

There's a lot awaiting you 

Very few 

Ever knew. 

Little shoe. 

Louis Jones Magee 



EUCHRE 

Nan and I were partners, 
(Don't you wish 'twere you?) 

Nan, with sunny tresses, 
Eyes of tender blue. 

When the cards were shuffled, 

Dealt out one by one; 
"Hearts are trumps," I whispefed, 

"Shall I go alone?" 

Deep, indeed, my meaning, 

That Nan knew, I wist; 
"No," she softly whispered, 
"No, for I'll assist." 

Oscar Kuhks 
4 
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fVESLEYAN VERSE 

WINTHROFS CHAIR 

(Standing in the College Library is the chair 
brought from England for the inauguration of 
Connecticut's first governor, Winthrop the 
Younger, 1662) 

A stately piece of workmanship, though rude. 

The Winthrop chair, 
By thousands loved, by tens of thousands viewed 
With idle stare. 
Could it but tell me how it came 
To these bare shores and thence to fame — 
What rapture mine ! 

Last night when shadows crept from niche to 
niche, 
The Winthrop chair 
Was occupied, and great men, poor and rich, 
Held counsel there. 
Had I but ears for what they said. 
Who live to-day, though long years dead. 
What wisdom mine ! 

The chair is aging fast, 'tis splintered e'en. 

The Winthrop chair, 
And in its carven oak full many a seam 
Is opened bare. 
With fingers deft could I replace 
With each wood peg a former face. 
What reverence mine! 

Clarence Howard Tryon 
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ROBERT BURNS 

{A Sonnet of Condolence on the Publication 
of His Life By W. E. Henley) 

Rob Burns, you rogue, you were no proper man 
To e'er foregather wi' a bonnie lass, 
And much too oft, you ken, the friendly glass 

O' foamin' nappie down your gullet ran. 

You rantin' drouthy bardie, never can 
You for a tempted strugglin' body pass, 
For Willie Henley says that you, alas! 

Were just the biggest deil in all the land. 

But Robbie, man, don' take it sair to heart. 
There are wha ne'er will o' your hardship 

think 
As Mowgli, cantie fou o' guid Scotch drink, 
Wha gladly will o'erlook your sinfu' part. 
An' Willie, he just wrote it for the pelf. 
Or aiblins, he's no unco guid himself. 

Ferris Greenslet 
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DREAM LIFE 

The dawn pours over the eastern slope — 
Voice of bird and whisper of hope! — 
ril fill me a cup of the sun-kissed dew, 
O love of my life, and I'll drink to you. 

Yesternight, in the western sky, 
Day was sinking and you and I, 
Fancy-guided and fairy-shod. 
Up the beams of the sunset trod ; 

Till, borne by zephyrs, swift and free. 
We drifted over a crimson sea; 
Dashed by the cloud waves, twilight cold. 
Lured by your beauty and overbold ; 

Drifted, — drifted, — I scarce recall 
Near what fair country we chanced to fall 
Dreamily dowi^, but sure I thought, 
Since you were with me it mattered naught. 

But now mom mounts in the eastern sky, 
And we are back again, you and I ; 
Yet V\\ fill me a cup of the sun-kissed dew, 
O love of my life, and I'll drink to you ! 

Harry Winter Bugbee 
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A PASTURE 

Rough pasture where the blackberries grow! 
It bears upon its churlish face 
No sight of beauty, art nor grace, 

Not here the silvery coverts glow 

That April and the angler know. 

There sleeps no brooklet in this wild. 
Smooth resting on its mosses sleek, 
Like moving lips upon a cheek 

Soft as the face of maid or child — 

Just boulders, helter-skelter piled. 

Ungenerous Nature but endows 
These acres with the stumps and stocks 
That should be trees, with rude, gray rocks ; 
Over these humps and hollows browse 
Daily the awkward, shambling cows. 

Here on the right, a straggling wall 
Of crazy granite stones, and there 
A rotten pine-trunk, brown and bare, 

A mass of huge brakes, rank and tall — 

The burning blue sky over all. 

And yet these blackberries, shy and chaste I 
The noisy markets know no such — 
So ripe they tumble when you touch ; 

Long, taper — rarer wines they waste 

Than ever town-bred topers taste. 
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And tell me ! Have you looked o'erhead, 
From lawns where lazy hammocks swing, 
And seen such bird-throats lent a wing? 

Such flames of song that flashed and fled ? 

Well, maybe — Vm not city-bred. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



WITH SKIPPER JANE 

With Skipper Jane I fain would be 
When soughing winds whirl white the sea, 

And all the simimer sky grows gray, 

And wave-wet sails wide swing and sway, 
And creak a halting melody. 
Or when the sea nods drowsily 
And dreams of far-lost lands a-lee, 

I'd dream the drifting hours away 

. With Skipper Jane. 

For I love Jane and Jane loves me — 

And from the old decaying quay. 
Alone, together, some dear day. 
And hand in hand, upon the bay, 

ni set our life-boat moorings free. 
With Skipper Jane. 

Arthur Goodrich 
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MATER ET FILIUS 

Sometimes in the hush of the evening hour 

When the shadows creep from the west, 
I think of the twilight songs you sang, 

And the boy you lulled to rest, — 
The wee little boy with the tousled head 

That so long ago was thine. 
I wonder if sometimes you long for that boy, 

O little mother of mine. 

And now he has come to man's estate. 

Grown stalwart in body, and strong, 
And you'd hardly know that he was the lad 

Whom you lulled with your slumber song; 
The years have altered the form and the life,- 

But his heart is unchanged by time, 
And still he is only thy boy as of old, 

O little mother of mine. 

George Swift Brengle 

WITH A COPY OF KEATS 

Like listless lullabies of twilight seas 

Heard from still coves, and soft, and sad as 

these — 
Such is the echo of his perfect song. 
It lives, it lingers long I 

Beside his fame Hyperion's lustre pales, 
Sweeter his own song than his nightingale's ; 
No voice speaks, in the century that has fled. 
So deathless from the dead I 
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How many stately epics have been tossed 
Rudely against Time's shore and wrecked and 

lost, 
While Keats, the dreaming boy, floats down 

Time's sea 
His lyric argosy I 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



TRAILING ARBUTUS 

What insect-lover keeps with thee his tryst? 
Whence comes this fair confusion, dearest 
flower? — 
Sweet, pouting, pink lips, waiting to be kissed, 
Shy, blushing cheeks, half buried in thy 
bower, 
Give me the secret that disturbs thy breast ! 
Why not — thou nursling of the April shower? 

Was it a breeze ? Or did some faint reply 
Rise like the voice of dreamers, drowsed and 
hushed ? 
"I woke beneath the warm Arcadian sky 

Where naiads laughed and founts perennial 
gushed ; 
Eros and Psyche one fair day strolled by, 
When Cupid, spying, kissed me — and I 
blushed/' 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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THE CHAPEL BELL 

Now hauld your tongue, ye Chapel Bell ! 
Out on your eldrich, eerie knell ! 
Ye mak' puir bodies run pell-mell 

Wi' labored speed. 
And they maun go, oh ! sad to tell ! 

Wi'out their feed. 

Ye blastit bell, harangue na mair. 
But steek your gab for now and e'er, 
And go to , I care na where, 

So lang's ye go. 
And cease to blether from your lair, 

And gie us woe. 

George Swift Brengle 



MY SWEETHEART 

A pair of hazel eyes I know 

With glances fond for me : 
Two outstretched arms, two rosy lips, 

A vision rare to see. 

Those hazel eyes, those arms outstretched. 
Those lips which I claim mine, 

Are always present to my view, 
They're painted on my stein. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 
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A GAME OF CHESS 

Of ajl the pastimes known to me, 
From reading Greek to dancing, 

A game of chess with lovely Bess 
Is much the most entrancing. 

She sits behind her rows of men, 

Studies and frowns demurely; 
The moves she makes are sad mistakes, 

And I could beat her surely. 

If I could only keep my mind 

Upon the game Fm playing; 
But o'er the board, sweet Bessie toward, 

Quite oft my eyes are straying. 

Her dainty fin|^ers on the squares. 

The ivory pieces moving, 
Distract my thought (as they should not) 

From playing chess to loving. 

We sweetly end the game at last. 
Scorning what "chess-books" stated — 

With happy eyes, "Yes," she replies — 
"My Queen," "Her King," are "mated!" 
Lincoln Robinson Gibbs 
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TO HORSE 

"To horse! to horse!" the Glee Qub sang, 

"Awake, ye huntsmen all !" 
The Freshman, as the chorus rang. 

Joined in the merry call. 
And then he hied him to his den 

To "horse" till break of day; 
And rode from Rome with Caesar's men 

A thousand miles away. 

Carl Fowler Price 



HUBBARD'S TOWER 

Upon a rough-stone pleasure-tower we stood 
And gazed around upon a faery world 
Spread at our feet. A thick November haze 
Hung over all. Toward the east there lay 
A town in miniature. Its busy streets, 
Its clustered homes, unlovely factories 
Were distant, indistinct, and beautiful. 
Far to the south stretched out a lovely vale, 
A river wound between two guardian hills, 
Losing itself, and mingling with the sky. 
In the bright west a mystic glory hung 
In radiance about the sun. It seemed 
As heaven were approaching close to earth — 
One almost paused to hear an angel speak. 
On all this scene I gazed, and gazing, thought 
On Nature's loveliness; and turning then. 
Beheld you, standing silent at my side. 
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Presiding faery of this faery world. 
But as you looked upon this elfin charm, 
On each fair feature of the country-side, 
Ah ! little could you know of all the thoughts 
Wild coursing through my breast beside you 

there. 
Our hands touched gently on the parapet, 
And did you think it chance? It seemed to me 
Yours lingered, not unwilling — ^then withdrew. 

At last, chilled by the raw November wind, 
And ever watchful of the sinking sim 
We turned to leave. Our slow descent began. 
Your halting steps were not so sure as mine. 
More used to climbing over rugged ways. 
Often as on some slippery stone you poised 
You touched my arm, each touch a soft caress — 
The gentle pressure set my heart awhirl. 

But when at last we reached the base once more, 
Gone was the faery glamour, heav'n-sent joy 
The city streets oppressed me. Had I dared 
I could not then have told you of my love. 

Charles Nathan. Rudkin 
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A FAMILY FAVORITE 

Here lies a cat of local fame, 

Whose work (or, rather, play) is done ; 
His stature great ; age six ; his name, 

"George Washington." 

He died not like that cat of Gray, 

Drowned in a tub; his death was drier: 

He perished in a modem way, 
Caught on a wire. 

Louis Jones Magee 



VARIUM ET MUTABILE 

Only a faded token 

Given me long ago — 
A flower, a leaflet broken, 

A love-knot tied below. 

Of words forgotten never — 
A question, murmured low; 

A promise naught should sever. 
Whispered, so long ago. 

And this, kept with the other ! 

Her wedding cards, my dear; 
Sent to me by her mother, 

She married Jones last year I 

William Howard Mitchell 
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THE VAGABONDS 

Away! away! the king's highway 
Shall be our home this weather. 

O'er hill and dale we'll tramp along 
And sing a song together. 

A song of rain and burning sun 

And jolly inns to rest in, 
Or should the night come unaware, 

A bed of leaves to nest in. 

Our fellow vagabond, the wind, 
. Will lead us merry chases, 
Till filled with summer's laziness 
We seek the quiet places. 

In little dells that Mother Earth 

Has hid among the mountains, 
There we will sleep the live long day 

By drowsy bubbling fountains. 

We travel northward with the Spring, 

With Summer we will tarry, 
Then southward quickly haste away 

When Fall and Winter marry. 

Away! away! the king's highway 
Shall be our. home this weather. 

O'er hill and dale we'll tramp along 
And sing a song together. 

LoREN Palmer. 
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TO TONI 

(Upon the suicide of my lady's dog at her 
departure) 

I wish I were a mut, 

Dear Tom ; 
A doggie Just like you : 
Your feet were large, your l^s 

Too bony — 
But oh 1 your heart was true 1 

I'd take your little cares, 

Dear Toni, 
And try your mongrel tricks 
To earn your sure reward, 

My Toni, 
Those mock-ferocious licks. 

Such counterfeited blows. 

Old Toni, 
Were love-taps in disguise; 
No malice drove her hand — 

No, Toni,— 
Nor anger knew her eyes. 

Could you not feel her cheek. 

My Toni? 
How warm, and wet with tears 
When she last pressed "Her Pet — 

Her Crony," 
And murmured tender "Dears ?" 

i8 
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The day she went away, 

Poor Toni, 
And left you here to pine; 
Ah, then she broke two hearts 1 

Yes, Toni— 
The other one was mine. 

Alfbed Douglas Moor£ 



ROSES THROUGH THE SNOW 

Snow-drifts heap the frozen ground; 

Warm the sunbeams shine, 
Warm as sunbeams glows my love 

For my Valentine. 

Roses white as drifting snow, 

Roses red as wine, 
Roses of the sunbeam's hue. 

For my Valentine. 

Speed ye, roses, to my dear ! 

In her hair entwine; ♦ 
Bending, speak the heart that beats 

For my Valentine. 

Tell her that I love her true. 

Ask her to be mine ; 
Whisper, "Be my all, and not 

Just my Valentine." 

Herbert Welch 
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THE JESTER 

I'm weary of cap and bells to-night, 

Of quips and the empty laugh, 
For out on the lake the soft moonlight 

Is tracing a fairy path. 

I'm weary of motley and bauble gay. 
And the crowded court of the king, 

I long to be out on the free highway 
In the hawthorne scent of Spring. 

For there comes a night in the depths of May 
When the fool shall say in his heart, 

"Fll seize the hours 'twixt day and day. 
While the king may play my part." 

So to-night I steal from the merry throng 

And lift my face to the sky, 
While low and sweet comes the night-bird's song 

And a southern wind slips by. 

And I bare my head with a lightened heart 

For I know that beneath the jest 
God sees the man who plays a part 

And judges the fool at his best. 

LoREN Palmer. 
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TO A SKULL 

O gaping, grinning mask of man, 
Reminder of our life's brief span, 
Shake oflF thy speech- forbidding ban 1 
How didst thou die? 

Take on the dust of earth once more, 
For once forsake death's far, chill shore, 
And tell the life thou liv'dst of yore 
In mortal sphere. 

But nay ! thy time on earth is past I 
Thou couldst not, if thou wouldst, unfast 
The lock that holds thee. Death must last ; 
'Tis all to die! 

And yet there comes a hopeful thought 
From gazing at thee, half unsought. 
That after death thou art as naught 
But merest clay. 

While still thy best in life more fair 
Lives and endures and shall f ore'er ; 
Apart from thy unmeaning stare; 
No soul can die! 

Walter Henry Brown 
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THE MISTLETOE 

Airily, fairily, heaft without care, 

Fluttering to and fro ; 
Charily, warily, maiden, beware, 

'Ware of the mistletoe. 

Tearfully pleading, grudging her dole, 

Maiden, why struggle so? 
Protests unheeding, take I the toll. 

Under the mistletoe. 

Little sprig of mistletoe. 

Withered long ere this, — 

Lives the mem'ry of that kiss. 

Long as life shall flow. 

Dainty floweret of the snow, 

Thanks for work well done ; 

With maiden won, of need there's none 

For thee, O mistletoe! 

Walter Henry Brown 



AN EMPTY DREAM 

The whole town in a state of glee. 
Not e'en the mayor sent regrets, 

The merchants gave a concert free, 
A college senior paid his debts. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 
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THE MONTH OF MAGIC 

When the bee, that idle skipper, 

Steers his shallop down the breeze, 
Launching from the lady's-slipper, 

Anchoring in the lilac trees, — 
When the marsh-bird's ditty amorous 

(Where the Indian-turnip grows) 
Mingles with the paean clamorous 

From the black heart of the crows, — 
When the breath of roses lingers 

Like an incense in the sky, — 
When the odor of syringias 

Tempts the vagrant butterfly, — 
When the moth, a knavish fellow. 

Steals the coins of gold that shine 
In the cowslip's purse of yellow, 

Sacks and robs the lily's shrine, — 
When the ether throbs with question — 

Intimation — ^whispered prayer — 
Orioles, full of sly suggestion. 

Drop a hint down through the air, 
Then by some strange necromancy 

Sad old earth is set to tune ; 
Would you know the cause ? / fancy 

Heaven is keeping tryst with June ! 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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A JUNE NIGHT 

That night we followed her through the sky, 

The moon, in her ship of gold; 
And the winds were whisp'ring their lullaby, 

While our hearts their story told. 

'Tis the happiest tide of the dreamland sea 
That flows 'twixt the dusk and day — 

If you follow the laughing stars they flee 
To the isles of the Milky Way. 

We sailed afar in the ship that night, 

I would we were sailing yet; 
But our voyage ended at dawn's first light 

And — why are your eyelids wet? 

LoREN Palmer 



HIS TRUNK 

A freshman sat in his room all day. 

His eyes were far away fixed ; 

He was moody and tired, disconsolate, mixed. 
For something had gone astray. 
He mourned his fate. 

Refused to grind. 
And angrily scratched his pate; 

All this because he could not find 
His trunk. 
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He strode upon the football ground, 

Fought hard, showed strength and sand; 
The struggle ceased, a search began — 

They found two feet, they found a hand ; 
They are searching yet, but have not found 
His trunk. 

George Wilbur Osmun 



A breeze, 

A freeze, 

A whirl of snow ; 

A shower, 

A flower, 

A sunset glow ; 

A wren 

Again 

A greeting brings ; 

Around 

A mound 

A violet springs ; 

A tinge of green ; 

A lilac seen ; 

A lighter coat delights ; 

A biting gust, 

A cloud of dust, 

A shower haste invites ; 

A time of storm and sunshine blended ; 

A month we wish already ended; 

A chill 

April. 

William Howard Mitchell 

25 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WESLEYAN VERSE 

THE DISTRICT TELEGRAPH BOY 

Hear the clatter of those feet ; 
See him coming up the street 

On the trot: 
He is going to the Greens' ; 
No, he's going to the Dean's, 

Is he not? 

See the uniform of blue, 
And the shiny letters, too, 

On his cap. 
I imagine he is quite 
An intelligent and bright 

Little chap. 

What a careless tune he htmis. 
And how innocently comes 

Hurrying. 
Ah, how little does he know 
Of the happiness or woe 

He can bring. 

Now he brings a hopeless sigh ; 
Now a sparkle to the eye. 

Now a tear ; 
More of griefs, I think, than joys — 
Why, the fateful little boy's 

Coming here ! 

Goodness, how he pulls the bell 1 
He has some bad news to tell, 
I'm afraid. 
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Oh, I hope it's not for me 1 
Alice, sign for it, and see 
If it's paid 1 

It is surely not from Will, 
For his morning smoke is still 

In the air. 
Has poor uncle breathed his last? 
Has his weary spirit passed 

From all care? 

Then poor auntie is bereft. 
And that sunny home is left 

Fatherless. ' 

Or old Cousin Ed and May . 
'Ve gone and had another ba- 

By, I guess. 

What if John has lost, poor man, 
Little Qementine, or Nan, 

Or his wife! 
Oh, the hopefulness, the fears. 
Oh, the rapture, oh, the tears 

Of this life! 

I don't like the thing a bit : 
I don't dare to open it ; 

How I shake ! 
Why! it's from that man of mine: 
"Will bring partner home to dine. 

Get a steak." 

Louis Jones Magee 
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THE SHEPHERD 

One day at eve before the light was done, 
I marked a shepherd with his lowly train 
Rise on the crest, and sink, and rise again. 

And hold an upland course against the sun ; 

I heard him count his flock each one by one. 
And lowly calling, through the darkness pass ; 
I heard his footsteps in the long wet grass. 

And the low murmur of the song he sung. 

I felt the passing of the night winds cold. 
And hills rise higher through the lessening 

light, 
I saw the blackness of the coming night. 
Like one long shadow lay the listening fold ; 
I heard a pause, I felt a cold, quick breath. 
And I was lost — ^the shepherd's name was 
Death. 

Raymond Tostevin Bond 

LOVE'S CLIMAX 

Love, the tyrant, came my way, 

Hailed me in the busy mart. 
And, as if to bid good-day, 

Plunged an arrow in my heart. 

Love, the tyrant, bound me fast. 
Led me to his loftiest height. 

Buoyed me far above earth's task. 
Made the dullest hour seem bright. 
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Love, the tyrant, set me free, 
Joys flow far, fond visions fade. 

Tailor, florist — ^woe is me — 
This month's bills are all unpaid. 

•Ralph Welles Keeler 



LIFE 

To sail eternal seas to earth 
And enter by the portal birth ; 
To nestle 'gainst a mother's breast 
And find that human life is blest ; 
To stride the battlefields of youth 
And learn the potency of truth ; 
To soar with eagle-wing to heights 
That gleam with wisdom's clearer lights ; 
To feel the thrill that never dies 
When love enlights another's eyes ; 
To hear the voice of heaven sing 
In every place and living thing ; 
To know that soul and sky and sea 
Are wrapt in one vast unity ; 
To face the grave, with all its shade. 
Calm and resigned and unafraid; 
Assured that death is but the way 
Unto a larger, brighter day — 
This is Life. 

Raymond Voorhees Brokaw 
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THE PLAY 

The seats are sold, the house is filled, 
A hush expectant falls. 
While maddened music throbs, exults — ^and dies; 
The Overture of Youth is stilled. 
An eager gallery calls. 
Eyes gleam, and turn to watch the curtain rise. 

The stage is gloomed, the actors stalk ; 
Life's Drama is the play. 
Two lovers meet in secret ; kiss, then run. 
Two Deaths stand in the wings and mock 
The scene — and glide away. 
A moan, a funeral train — ^the play is done ! 

" Tis Love and Death at 'hide and seek* — 
Is Life the goal alone? 
Since Death has won, is Love to Death a prey?" 
Thus fearfully the people speak. 
And to the deep Unknown 
They pass — ^to see the Author's sequel play. 

Herbert Clayton Chamberlain 



A FUNERAL 

In the darkness and chill of the night — 

Not a star overhead — 
With a face that was hopeless and white, 

She buried her dead. 
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No ritual heard by the bicr 

Save a faint, wailing cry — 
The litany low of a tear, 

The prayer of a sigh. 

And she planted no flowers above 

In the silence and gloom ; 
For he whom she buried was Love, 

And her breast was the tomb. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



IF I WERE KING 

If I were king, Fd send o'er the sea 

For gold and jewels and stuflFs for thee, 
Whose wondrous gloss and silky sheen 
Might well adorn thy royal mien, 

And make thee passing fair to. see. 

A splendid tourney Fd decree ; 

A hundred knights armed cap-a-pie 
Would wait on thee, my goodly queen. 
If I were king 1 

Alas ! such dreams are not for me. 
Whose lot is dull obscurity. 
But only smile on me, Helene, 
And all my life will be serene 
As it perchance could ever be, 
If I were king! 

Ferris Greenslet 
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ESTRANGEMENT 

A little bunch of autumn flowers, 

A gentian blossom blue, 
Remembrances of happy hours, 

Of journeys made by two ; 
Sweet thoughts of many quiet talks 

Come to me as I see 
That one small fault of thoughtlessness 

Estranged a friend from me. 

Edward Augustus Welch 



ON THE TRAIN 

One day I stepped aboard the train. 
En route for Boston city ; 

There sat a maiden quite alone. 
Radiant, bewitching, pretty. 

My heart, it gave a mighty bound, 
For I was two and twenty. 

I said, "Shall I your partner be?" 
For seats were not so plenty. 

Then parted quick those ruby lips, 
And swift they smiled reply, 

"Impossible, kind sir. The seat's 
Engaged, and so am I." 
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MY QUEEN 

Lucile and I were playing chess, — 

Lucile is just eighteen ; 
The sweetest girl, you'd sure confess, 

That you had ever seen. 

She played with skill, and quickly placed 

My Queen in sorry case. 
She watched the game ; I rather traced 

The play upon her face. 

All lost. But no, a ray of hope! 

I may yet conquer fate. 
"Though now for check I may not cope, 

May I not win a mate?" 

My meaning deep she caught. A glow 

Like sunset tinged her brow ; 
She bent her head and murmured low, 

(I see that coy glance now) 

"The laws of chess forbid; no groan 

Avails your Queen to screen. 
But — ^would it for her loss atone. 

If / would be your Queen?" 

William Howard Mitchell 
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THE TWO HILLS 

Two hills there are by a river's side ; 

Two slopes and a meadow their crests divide; 
On this with its campus and stately row, 
The march of the mind is sure and slow. 

On yonder hill by the river's side, 

With only a valley's width to divide, 
Where the buildings stand in brave array, 
The mind's in a labyrinth's maze astray. 

These know the annals of olden time — 
The rise into power, the reign sublime. 
The king and the kingdom's overthrow — 
The march of the mind is sure and slow. 
But yonder are princes and potentates. 
And pomps and pageants and vast estates ; 
Possessions are added to every day — 
The mind's in a labyrinth's maze astray. 

Here secrets are read in the stones and stars ; 

Here Reason the doors of the future unbars ; 
Here pages of old their knowledge bestow — 
The march of the mind is sure and slow. 

But yonder the miser is guarding — ^no gold ; 

Each person's an oracle — fate is foretold, 
And fancies and facts are in disarray — 
The mind's in a labyrinth's maze astray. 

Friend, dwell with glad heart where, in weal or 

woe. 
The march of the mind is sure and slow; 
And pity the people of whom we say 
The mind's in a labyrinth's maze astray. 

Harry Keiser Munroe 
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WITH A LOCK OF STELLA'S HAIR 

{After the death of Jonathan Swift, among 
his eifects was found a lock of Stella's hair, 
wrapped in a paper which bore the inscription : 
''Only a woman's hair") 

"Only a woman's hair." Enough: 

The words unveil his heart. 
With idle prying seek no more, 
But silently depart. 

He dreamed, perchance, of distant hours, 

When, seated by her side. 
He watched the rounded fingers trace 

Their girlish task with pride. 

He loved her? yet, affection won. 

Forbore to take her hand? — 
So let a world unknowing judge. 

Since God doth understand. 

•Harry Torsey Baker 
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AT THE SPRINGFIELD GAME 

Qarissa shows her loyalty 
For Yale and Harvard, too ; 

Her cheeks hang crimson banners out, 
Her eyes are deepest blue. 



IS IT TYPICAL? 

When poor Sir Cupid came to woo, 

Clad in the garb that Nature gave him, 
With ne'er a badge of rank in view — 
When poor Sir Cupid came to woo, 
And sighed and wept so sadly, too. 

My lady never quite forgave him, — 
When poor Sir Cupid came to woo, 
Qad in the garb that Nature gave him. 

But when Lord Lucre came that way. 
He simply had to ask and take her, 

For well she loved a suitor gay ; 

And when Lord Lucre came that way. 

All in such fine and smart array. 
The lord of many a fallow acre, — 

Ah ! when Lord Lucre came that way. 
He simply had to ask and take her! 
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ONE TALENT 

Could I but find expression 

For what I fain had told, 
It seems as if all must listen, 

And, listening, be consoled. 
But the willing song is voiceless, 

And what have I else to give? 
An aching heart but whispers — 

"Alas! thou canst only live.** 

John Gowdy 



MEMORIA TANTALfiA 

When winter's stem and icy grasp holds all 
The earth, and Borean gales howl wild with* 
out, 
When grass and flower beneath a snowy pall 

Lie buried, thoughts of summer come to flout 
Our discontent. We see the rippling lake. 

We feel the dash of spray cool in our face. 
We hear the merry gurgle in our wake. 
The swish at stem, and creak of block and 
trace. 
When we behold a more romantic scene: 

The moonlight on the water; in the stem. 
Guitar in hand, I sit beside Helene, 

And — curse the luck ! this blooming pipe won't 
bum! 

Ferris Greenslet 
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DAWN 

A rose flush stains the eastern sky, 
The night-mists flee away ; 

A sudden song of the birds, and lo! 
The dawning of the day. 

A soft blush tints my lady's cheeks, 
Her eyes with soft light shine; 

A gently whispered word, and lo ! 
A new, glad life is mine. 



INTERCEPTED SMILES 

They were such bewitching smiles. 
Pray, what could I do? 
Though, alas ! to me not sent. 
Not for me their sweetness meant, 
Yet I stopped them on their way. 
Could a body help it, pray. 

When such eyes as thine gave smiles ? 
To retain them had been theft. 
Someone had been sore bereft. 
So I gave them back to you. 
Should I not so do 

With bewitching stolen smiles? 
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SUNSET 

When the sun is slowly sinking, 
And with fiery thirst seems drinking 

From the boundless, brimming waters of the 
sea, 
Down the golden pathway, roaring. 
Come the rolling billows, pouring. 

Plunging, breaking into seething ecstasy. 

And above the mad commotion 
Of the green and crimson ocean. 

In the spacious, lofty chambers of the blue. 
Hangs the ruddy cloud-field, drifting, 
With its glorious splendors shifting 

Into scarlet tints and dyes of richest hue. 

When the sun is gone, the blushes 
Linger still. The heaven flushes 

To a deeper red ; at last to fade away. 
Till the evening star comes gleaming — 
Softly, and in silence beaming 

like a watcher at the bed of dying day. 

William Seaver Woc«>s 



GROWTH 

In swamps as black as night 
Bloom lilies — stainless, white; 
Thus, blackest souls above. 
May bloom the lily — love. 

Fredric Worthen FkosT 
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A SPRING LAMENT 

The college widow sits alone, 

Bereft of amorous throng; 
The dining halls are empty, 

And dinner waiteth long. 
The Sabbath-day is quite profaned, 

And that by local preachers; 
The mournful wind now whistleth 

Along the unused bleachers. 
While ever3rwhere, through college halls. 

The toilful grind doth stop. 
For bum and grind, 'tis all the same — 

Each spins his little top. 

Louis Jones Magee 



TO THE WEST WIND 

Blow wild! blow free! thou west wind; 

Blow raging to the sea ; 
Blow high or low. 
But only blow ! 

My spirit leaps to thee. 

Blow o'er my hills, thou west wind ; 

Blow laden with the hail; 
Tear every leaf. 
Shake every sheaf. 

Blow shrieking down the vale ! . 
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Blow wild ! blow free ! thou west wind ; 

My love's cheeks pallid be. 
Rich color bring, 
Like blooms in spring, 

To her who waits for me! 

Charles Otis Judkins 



A WAKING DREAM 

Not long ago by night I woke from sleep 
So gently that I thought myself to be 
Again at home beside the voicef ul sea. 

And heard the solemn murmur of the deep. 

'Twas not a time of storm when great waves 
leap 
Beyond the narrow bounds of stake and tree, 
So softly came the music up to me 

I could distinguish every curve and sweep. 

There was the constant sounding that I knew 
Of waves that rolled upon the sandy shore ; 
Then came a moment's hush as though they 
all 
Were held by force unseen to mortal view. 
And backward flowed, as they had done be- 
fore, 
A mingled sound and silence, rise and fall. 
Ralph Fernald Lowe 
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DORRY 

When Dorry smiles, the world may frown 
And failure snatch my earned renown; 
The stocks may fall and riches fly, 
And Fortune sneering pass me by. 
When Dorry smiles. 

When Dorry weeps, ah, me! Fd die — 
If 'twere not for the rapture nigh 
Of kissing from her cheek's deep blush 
The tender tears as down they rush. 
When Dorry weeps. 

When Dorry loves, her yearning glance 
And whispers soft my soul entrance ; 
And, by the gods ! I'd quick decline 
To gain their bliss, in losing mine, 
When Dorry loves. 

Charles Otis Judkins 



THANKSGIVING TIME 

The dayes are short ; the sonne him hies to bed. 
Autumnal beauty all has vanished; 
Disrobed the trees, all briske and chill the aire ; 
Lo, earthe does for her winter rest prepare. 
The croppes now all in the barns are stored, 
And tender fowles load the goodly board. 
The gloomy dayes and darksome now begin. 
But oh, it is the thankfulle time within. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE MOTOR CAR 

"I and my mistress, side by side. 
Shall be together, breathe and ride. 
So one day more I am deified — 

Who knows but the world may end to-night f* 

My mistress and I are far in the lead ; 
The drivers to danger will give no heed, 
For my vassals they are, "To win" is their creed ; 
They would not care did the world end to- 
night. 

They nothing know of craven fear. 
They only cling to the wheel and steer, 
Prajring for power and a road that's clear, 
Though the light of life may go out to-night. 

For I am the Demon of Speed, of the race ; 
My Mistress is Death, with the fleshless face; 
My vassals will follow where I set the pace, 
For the race for the Cup will be run to-night. 
Charles Nathan Rudkin 



THE COLLEGE SWELL 

"It takes nine tailors to make a man." 

That surely cannot be; 
Since I am numbered in that clan,^ 

And only one made me. 

John Angus Thompson 
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KETCHIN' FR(3GS 

Can't you smell the spicy breeze 
That's a-dronin' in the trees 
With that dreamy sort of wheeze? 

An' the fogs 
From the medders, upward slowin', 
An' the barnyard critters lowing 
Tell me it's the time for goin' 

Ketchin' frogs. 

When I feel that springes a-comin', 
An' I hear the bees a-hummin', 
An' the woodpecker's a-dnmimin' 

On the logs; 
Then my hat comes off its nail, 
An' I gets my old tin pail ; 
Then I starts off without fail 

Ketchin' frogs. 

Spring's the time when you can sample 
All of Nature's joys so ample; 
An' I whistle as I trample 

On the bogs. 
I can hear the brook a-splashin', 
Through the bushes I go crashin', 
For with me it's all the fashin, — 

Ketchin' frogs. 

On the mossy bank reclinin', 
I get rid of all repinin', — 
All my fears an* cares consignin' 
To the dogs. 
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For with spring, my jaws get gapey, 
'Bout the time the trees get sappy ; 
I can drowse, an' feel right happy 
Ketchin' frogs. 

Cectl Raymond Bogart 



THE NORTH WIND 

I sweep o'er the plains with my jubilant singing ; 
I rush down the valleys, and set them all ringing. 

I howl 'round the jag 

Of a rough mountain crag; 
And rejoice in my riotous glee. 

I alight on the crests of the dew-spangled moun- 
tains ; 
I visit the Southland of upspringing fountains ; 

I skim o'er the wave 

That my cold breath gave 
To the slumberous calm of the sea. 

The mournful pines their dark faces brighten, 
As on the forests my strong grip I tighten. 

At the tireless beat 

Of my storm-sandalled feet 
The frightened clouds silently flee. 

Phiup Lombard Given 
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THE GRIDIRON KING 

A monarch of war and a monarch of mirth, 
His head strikes heaven as he treads the earth; 
Red lightnings play his brow around, 
Full thunders from his breast resound; 

Aloft he towers, 

Amidst the powers. 
Who summer-long his arm have bound. 

His vassals stir from a land of dreams. 
From rippling seas, and inland streams; 
They leap to his side with savage glee. 
From the bonds of sloth and sleep set free; 

His trumpet call 

Has loosed them all, 
To the banner of chivalry. 

The storm is his herald, the wind's at his heel. 
The frost is only his regal seal; 
The lords of night and the lords of day 
Hasten his mandates to obey; 

For the Gridiron King 

Our cheers shall ring. 
And who shall not honor his royal sway! 

James Wiswell Mudge 
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BLUEBIRDS 

Glance of blue in the glowing air, 
Wings that gleam and a song note rare— 
These are the dream-gifts, ever new. 
That charm the soul if the heart be true. 

Over the mountains the veil is sweet 
That shrouds but faintly her form complete^ 
These are the heralds, blithe, of Spring, 
That bear her tidings on joyous wing. 

Harry Winter Bugbee 



SHOPPING 

With airy, fairy tread 

She saunters down the aisle, 
She tumbles all the dress-goods o'er 

You'd think she'd buy a pile. 

But no, she smiles divinely, 
"Have you nothing that is new? 

I think I'd like a yard of this 
If it wasn't red, but blue." 

The clerk he bows so lowly 

And rolls up goods a mile. 
He aches in all his muscles, 

But she's paid him with a smile. 

LoREN Palmer 
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AT THE LAST 

Dust-laden, languid flowers droop and fade ; 

The parched landscape trembles in the heat; 
But hark ! a fluting thrush far in the shade 

Sends rest and coolness from his dark retreat. 

A tuneful life sings softly through its days, 
And to the restless world its peace imparts. 

Soothes fevered brows to sleep and thirst allays. 
And brings sweet sympathy to broken hearts. 

There is a sadness in the chilly air; 

Dark branches stand against a leaden sky ; 
A lonely bird takes flight for climes more fair ; 

And in the wood a leaf falls silently. 

Beside the bed an anxious watcher stands ; 

A yellow sunbeam steals in from the west ; 
A weary soul flies forth for brighter lands ; 

A ripened life falls gently to its rest. 

Their pride and glory gone, earth's leafy dead. 
Snow-buried sleep, 'neath winter fields of 
white; 

Save where a withered aster lifts its head 
To tell of warmer suns and dajrs more bright. 
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A sense of loneliness, a sweet regret, 
And then forgetfulness deep drifting on; 

But still some heart that never can forget 
Brings back the sunlight of a life that shone. 
Louis Jones Magee 



THE RUSTIC STILE 

The rustic stile, that used to be 
Just where the lane leans windingly 
To meet the meadow path, would sigh 
A love-tune to each passer-by, 
And sighed full oft for Moll and me. 
When only stars looked down to see. 
And rose breaths stirred in every tree, 
We'd come to hear, would Moll and I, 
The rustic stile. 

And, if a kiss I might decree. 

Quaint Moll would laugh with winsome 

glee. 
Would shake her head, my suit deny, 
Then pout her lips and dare me try. 
It has its charms, you will agree, 
. The rustic style. 

Arthur Goodrich 
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THE ELIZABETHANS 

Like the fragrance of old rose leaves, when the 

bloom and thorn are gone, 
Like a long-remembered tune that sweetens as 

the years go on, 
Olden time we see but faintly and its distant 

glories seem 
At the best but memory's broken fragments of 

a shining dream. 

Hear the merry shepherd piping his melodious 

roundelay, 
Sun-burnt happy idlers making love upon the 

new mown hay. 
Life? 'twas but a garish May-pole dance. Death 

but a jolly knave, 
When the maidens all were beautiful and all the 

lads were brave. 

James Herbert Tuckley 



MORNING AND EVENING 

When the mist grows bright with the morning 
light, 

And the winds come fresh from the sea, 
Our boat beats down from the waking town. 

And the cordage sings in glee 
As the leaping hull like some great gull 

From the salt spray shakes her free. 
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When the day is done, and the sinking sun 

Slips down in the afterglow, 
Our boat drifts back on a silver track 

That the moonbeams gently show, 
A starlit way, at the close of day. 

For stately ships to go. 

Philip Prescott Frost 



A POEM TO MY LOVE 

A poem to my love indite I 

Less bold effrontery 
To offer perfume to the rose 

Or nectar to the bee. 
One careless ringlet mocks the grace 

Long studied art confines, 
The echo of her lightest word 

Makes beggars of my lines. 
Why seek in cadenced syllables 

Rebellious thoughts to tame, 
When memory of darkening eyes 

Puts rh)mie-bound love to shame? 
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A WOODLAND SONG 

The soft spring breezes lightly fall ; 

Heigh ho! but the year doth go. 
List, list I melodious songsters call 
The glad fool from the dusky hall — 

Dull care never to know, 
Although the sage says death ends all 

As quickly the year doth go. 

The summer zephyrs wanton play ;. 

Heigh ho ! but the year doth go. 
The blithe fool trolls his roundelay 
In deepest woodlands, green and gay — 

And not a care would know, 
Although the sage says oaks decay 

As quickly the year doth go. 

The winds of auttunn sob and sigh ; 

Heigh ho ! but the year doth go. 
Beneath the tree the fool doth lie 
And croon some simple lullaby — 

He never care will know. 
Although the sage says all things die 

As quickly the year doth go. 

Rude blows the wintry tempest's blast ; 

Heigh ho ! but the year doth go. 
Come, come! be merry till the last! — 
The fool's sweet youth is fleeting past, — 

But care he doth not know. 
Although the sage says days fly fast 

As quickly the year doth go. 

Edward Mitchell Spencer 
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WHEN HE ASKED FOR A KISS 

When he asked for a kiss, 

How could I say no, 
Or take it amiss, 
When he asked for a kiss? 
It were cruel, I wis. 

Thus to pain him ; and so, 
When he asked for a kiss, 
• How cotdd I say no? 

Harry Arthur Thompson 



VESPERS 

Dim shadows stretch along the hills; 
Her first shy note the wood thrush trills, 

In sweet alarm; 
The lowing cattle homeward stray; 
'Tis twilight hour — ^the lingering day 

Hath lost her charm. 

Afar chime sweetly vesper bells; 

The gathering gloom their anthem swells 

And peace bestows ; 
A dreamy echo, faint but fair, 
O'er evening throws the hush of prayer, 

Full, calm repose. 

Harold Edmund Wilson 
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TO COLERIDGE 

O mariner upon the weird unknown, 
There rolled no wave of all thy strange, lone 

sea 
That thou couldst not have mounted fear- 
lessly. 
If haply winds of fantasy had blown 
Thee ever on. But, tranced mariner, thou 
Wert sport of winds and worse than winds; 

thy barque, 
The phantom-driven, speeding in the dark, 
Long headed toward no harbor bar its prow! 

O "soul alone upon a wide, wide sea," 
The Muses laid on thee their burden, all. 
Till thou alone beneath thy load didst fall ; 
For "God himself scarce seemed there to be." 
Enough I We leave thy life and all it seems, 
And thank thee, dreamer, for thy gift of 
dreams. 

James Herbert Tuckley 

MAH OLE MAN. 

Dey say mah ole man am a wuthless scamp. 

And oh I as lazy as kin be ; 
But ah doan care what dey says of him — 

He suttenly am good to me. 

Las' Christmass, things was awful scarce — 
Why I not a single bone for soup! 

Yet dat ol' niggar gets spry one night 
And finds two fowls for mah coop. 
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Dey says he loafs 'round all de time — 
Most shif 'less cuss dey ever see ; 

Dey doan know dat ole man ob mine — 
He's always gittin' jobs for me. 

Caul Kempton Hili^ 



BOAT O' DREAMS 

Boat o' Dreams! Boat o' Dreams! 

Come and take me o'er the ferry, 
On the path where starlight gleams 

And the waves are making merry. 

Hasten! hasten! Boat o' Dreams, 
For She waits among the flow'rs. 

Long — so long the waiting seems 
Through the weary daylight hours. 

Boat o' Dreams, far, far behind 
Lies the weary world of waking. 

Hark! a-down the whispering wind 
Waves on Isles of Slumber breaking. 

Softly, softly. Boat o' Dreams, 
Here's our island port of meeting, 

Yonder in the moonlight's beams 
See I She waits to give me greeting. 
LoREN Palmer 
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MY LADY'S GLOVE 

Sometimes my lady ccmies to me, 
Gives me her hand and waits to see 
How deftly I can button thee, 
My lady's glove with buttons three. 

I take her dainty hand in mine, 
About her wrist my fingers twine; 
My eyes are on my lady's glove. 
My thoughts are on my lady love. 

I'm thinking of her dimpled face, 
Her sprightly form, her artless grace, 
The girl I love, the only one. 
My sweetheart true,— one button's done. 

Her spirits, light and free as air. 
Her life, so sunny, pure and fair, 
Oh! privilege her heart to woo! 
To woo and win! — I've buttoned two. 

So happy I, I seem to float 
On love's bright sea in Cupid's boat. 
While fav'ring breeze — ^my task is done. 
I wish 'twere only just b^g^n. 

Earl Weston Gooding 
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TO AN OLD MUSKET 

Tell me, brown, rust-eaten thing, 

What sad romance wouldst thou bring? 

For thou hast not always slumbered 

'Neath this earth; a year is numbered 

Dimly on thy rude flint lock. 

Thine must be a tragic story — 

What blanched bones are these beside thee? 

Some young heart's young dreams of glory 

Ended thus — the earth clods hold thee. 

Lying both beside this rock. 

Sped the shaft, or treach'rous shot^ 

Quenching all the bold defiance — 

All the proud, untamed reliance. 

What fierce foe in this lone spot 

Challenge to the Frenchman's hate? 

Do you know if woman's sorrow 

Drowned some maiden's hopeful yearning; 

With each slowly coming morrow, 

And the same sad vigil, learning 

Through the empty years to wait? 

Tell me, brown, rust-eaten thing, 
What sad romance wouldst thou bring? 
Far forgotten is thy story. 
Ended young hearfs dream of glory. 

Emil Harry Blichfeldt 
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THE IDYLLS OF THE KING 

A mystic spell upon my spirit lies 

Since first I heard the sweet-voiced singer sing 
Of magic-builded Camelot and the King 

Before whose gentle gaze sin faints or flies. 

And noble hearts are spurred to high emprise. 
When now I sit beside my dying fire, 
I see sun-painted turret, dome and spire 

Tq the low music of the wind arise; 

From the white ashes, sheen of golden mail, 
The flash of spear points high in air, and 
hark! 
The shock of jousting knights upon the field 
As falls the charring log. The Holy Grail 
Adown a ray of light glides through the dark ; 
The andiron's lions gleam from Launcelot*s 
shield. 

Irville Charles LeCompte 
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WITH DOROTHY 

With Dorothy my heart is free 
As lovers' hearts are wont to be; 
It is forsooth a frequent sight, 
On some seductive stunmer's night. 
This fairy maiden on my knee. 

If by the gate she waits for me, 
I deem it all propriety 

To kiss her then. It is my right 
With Dorothy. . 

When playing with her Christmas tree. 
Or "making b'lieve" give dollies tea, 
I surely add my little mite 
To make her sweet surroundings bright. 
With little sister I would be — 
With Dorothy. 

Howard Hapgood Kipp 



A TIMELY TOPIC 

She talked about economy, 

(He wondered why her haste) 

But well she might, for all unknown, 
His arm had gone to waist. 

Ward Percy Gammons 
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HEART-LADEN 
{Three Songs) 

I 

Oh I the fields are white with daisies, — 

They beckon me along ! 
And from the wood's green border 

Calls a cheery song. 

June's laughter rings around me ; 

The tramp wind, roving free, 
Cries, "Fellow, come — ^be merry I" 

But my heart hangs back — 'tis thee I 

II 

I spend my kisses freely. 

What matters more or less. 
One kiss — or saved or given 

The ruby lips I press? 

I cheer where there is weeping; 

I laugh with those who sing; 
For who could go a sighing 

Down the lilac lanes of spring? 

And yet beneath my laughter 

Tears are not so far. 
Because two hearts are breaking — 

What matter whose they are? 
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III 

Ah, girl, your eyes are brighter 
Hum hers were, — brighter farl 

And your low laugh rings lighter 
Than hers rang — on the bar 

So waves at sunset, softly, 

Break in a dying gale. 
Your wayward hair frames warmly 

A face than hers less pale, 

And lips, — some garden misses 
Two rosebuds, red as wine:— 

But ghosts of her dead kisses 
Must keep your lips from mine ! 

Frederick Frye Rockwell 



AN IDYLL 

Where Daphne is 

The murmuring winds pass gently by. 
Bearing the woodland melody ; 
The sun his torrid rays withdraws, 
While e'en the restless swallows pause 
To see the smile on Nature's face, 
Nowhere so fair as in that place 
Where Daphne is. 

John Angus Thompson 
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BOATING SONG 

We sing the song of the boat and oar, 

Ye ho, lads, ho, ye ho, ye ho; 
As we launch our shell from off the shore, 

Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho! 
With measured dip and steady clip we glide 

along, 
Our pulses leap to the rh)rthmic sweep that 

marks our song. 
And "all together'' we "catch" and "feather" 
and "lift her strong." 
Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho ! 

Chorus 

The flashing blade and gliding shell for me ; 
Ye ho, we go, so swift and free ; 
The flashing blade and gliding shell for me, 
The flashing blade and shell for me. 

At Alma Mater's shrine we vow, 
Ye ho, lads, ho, ye ho, ye ho; 
That the laurel wreath shall crown her brow, 

Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho ! 
Or now we leap with bending sweep the river's 

tide; 
For a noble class and a bonnie lass, and Victory 

our guide; 
Who never wait to see us late across the line to 
glide. 
Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho ! 
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As adown the stream of time we go, 

Ye ho, lads, ho, ye ho, ye ho; 
While zephyrs breathe or tempests blow. 

Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho; 
For the manly strife of college life our hearts 

will yearn. 
And ever to Wultuna's slope our thoughts will 

turn; 
Then del Ii^^iCym<; till the "finish" we discern. 
Ye ho, lads, ho, yeo ho. 

Edward Arthur Sumner 



AFTERMATH 

Between the daylight and the dark. 
Ere evening's dewy mantle falls, 

When fireflies idly flit and spark, 

And to his mate the night-hawk calls, 

'Tis then I wander down the path. 
And casting thought and care away 
Enjoy the fading light of day — 

The aftermath. 

But there's a time I love still more 
Than twilight's mystic, magic hour, 

When, crowding through the open door, 
I feel endued with unseen power 

To conquer what the future hath; 
'Tis when my longest hour is passed. 
And, without flunk, I'm safe at last — 

'Tis after Math. 

63 



Digitized by 



Google 



fVESLEYAN VERSE 



WHEN PATTY SITS IN CHURCH 

When wakes the dawn of Sabbath morn, 
Unwonted splendors then are bom ; 
However drear are other days, 
On this the birds trill blithesome lays; 
My pleasure gains by its alloy — 
Delicious fear vies anxious joy — 
As greeting all with smiles so coy, 
Sweet Patty comes to church. 

So daintily she walks the aisle. 

So reverently she kneels awhile, 

My own soul breathes the rapturous fire. 

And I but wonder and admire ; 
Melodious anthems sound most sweet, 
Bright seraphim bend low to greet, 
And prayers must highest heaven meet. 
When Patty sits in church. 

So meek her hands rest palm on palm. 
Her soulful eyes so wondrous cahn, 
Sure angels must be hovering near. 
To bask in such bewitching fear; 
My restless doubt fond hopes annul, 
And often in a peaceful lull, 
Myself I find most worshipful. 
When Patty sits in church. 

Harold Edmund Wilson 
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WHEN PATTY SITS IN CHURCH 
(Revised) 

Oft, when the preacher begins to speak, 

As Patty sits in church so meek, 

She hears a murmur at the door 

And footsteps on the matted floor. 
With light tread up the tiled aisle 
Comes tardy line in single file; 
Her peaceful thoughts are lost awhile 
When Patty sits in church. 

With stealthy steps I enter in, 
Oppress'd with secret sense of sin. 
Though 'tis my dearest heart's desire 
To attend as ancient rules require. 

She turns and frowns upon me straight; 
Alas, it always is my fate 
To come in half an hour late 
When Patty sits in church. 

Kenneth Mackarness Goode 



EPITAPH 

Argus, Lit and Olla Pod 
Laid their editors 'neath the sod. 
Cursed on earth, they gladly died — 
Found escape in suicide. 
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TILDY IN THE CHOIR 

Notes that jingle, bars that trip, 
Songs of dance-hall workmanship- 
Leaping with a wanton ease 
From high C to — ^where you please, 
Loud, irreverant and gay — 
Suit the worship of today ; 
But that tune of long ago — 
Stately, solemn, somewhat slow 
(Dear "Old Hundred"— that's the air)— 
Will outrank them anywhere; 
Once it breathed a seraph's fire 
(Tildy sang it in the choir). 

How she stood up straight and tall! 

Ah ! again I see it all : 

Cheeks that glowed and eyes that laughed,^ 

Teeth like cream, and lips that quaffed 

All the genial country's wealth 

Of large cheer and perfect health ; 

Gown — ^well, yes — old-fashioned quite, 

You would call it "just a fright," 

But I love that quaint attire 

(Tildy wore it in the choir). 

How we sang — for / was there. 
Occupied a singer's chair 
Next to — ^well, no prouder man 
Ever lifts the bass nor can ; 
Sometimes held the self-same book — 
(How my nervous fingers shook!) 
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Sometimes — wretch! — ^while still the air 
Echoed to the parson's prayer, 
I would whisper in her ear 
What she could not help but hear. 
Once I told her my desire 
(Tildy promised in the choir). 

Well, those days are past, and now 
Come gray hairs, and yet somehow 
I can't think those years are fled — 
Still those roadways know my tread, 
Still I climb that old pine stair. 
Sit upon the stiff -backed chair. 
Stealing glances toward my left 
Till her eyes repay the theft ; 
Death's a dream and Time's a liar — 
Tildy still is in the choir. 

Come, Matilda number two. 

Fin de siicle maiden you ! 

Wonder if you'd like to see 

Her I loved in fifty-three? 

Yes ? All right, then go and find 

Mother's picture— "Papa !"— Mind ! 

She and I were married. You 

Were our youngest. Now you, too. 

Raise the same old anthems till 

All the church is hushed and still. 

With a single soul to hear. 

Do I flatter? Ah, my dear. 

Time has brought my last desire— 

Tildy still is in the choir ! 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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THE PIRATE 
{A Romance of South Africa) 

A savage gallant wooed his king's dusky daugh- 
ter 

With presents and vows and rich trophies of 
slaughter. 
( Sing hey ! Sing ho ! The old story so rare ! ) 

And the barbaric Cupid caught both in his hal- 
ter; 

They plighted their troth by a barbaric altar. 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! Love reigns every- 
where!) 

But one bright Friday morning the Argo came 
sailing 

With daring commander from storied Spain hail- 
ing. 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! The gallant corsair!) 

He wooed not with presents, but sang of his cas- 
tles, 
His gardens and vineyards, retainers and vassals. 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! The old Spanish air!) ^ 
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And he won her wild heart with his cavalier 

glances, 
His fables of glory and Spanish romances. 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! Spain's castles so 

fair!) 

To the debonair captain, with never a falter, 
The king gave her hand at the barbaric altar. 
(Sing hey I Sing ho ! The sacrifice there !) 

A dowry of gold was the enviable cargo 
The mariners placed in the hold of the Argo. 
(Sing hey ! Sing ho I The cargo so rare !) 

"I must go, my sweet bride ! Calm your spirit's 

wild yearning. 
Wait patiently here till you see me returning." 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! Love's ethereal fare!) 

"I'll make ready a castle !" — ^his sailor's cap dof- 
fing— 
"Farewell!" — ^till his sail disappeared in the 
offing. 
(Sing hey! Sing ho! The castle of air!) 
William Seaver Woods 
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THE NORTH 

My heart is ever turning 

To the country of the snow 
With a yearning always stronger 

To call the dogs and go 

Out upon the old trails, 

Off upon the far trails, 

With the creaking and the squeaking 

Of the sledges in the snow. 

There's a voice that's always calling 
With the sweetness of a song. 

And I know that I must follow 
Though the way be cold and long. 

Tis the spirit of the north land 
Calls her children from afar 

And to guide them through the darkness 
She is lighting star on star. 

Queen she is of open spaces 

Where the wind blows shrill and cold, 
But she wraps about her loved ones 

Her white mantle, fold on fold. 

In her realms there comes no clamor 

From the cities' rush and roar. 
Silent roll the great snow billows 
•Breaking on some unseen shore. 



70 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WESLEYAN VERSE 

There in peace beneath the larches 
Comes deep sleep to banish woes, 

Till we're called to greet earth's spring- 
time 
By our Lady of the Snows. 

LOREN PAI.MER 



I LOVE THEE, DEAR 

I love thee, dear! Doth not alway 

The sailor watch the polar ray? 
Did not the learned in alchemy 
With eager longing seek the key 

To health and wealth — for all — for aye? 

How gladly some midsummer day 
The sick man feels the ocean spray! 
I look to, long for, joy in thee. 
Aye, love thee, dear. 

My stammering tongue makes vain essay 
To tell what words cannot convey ; 
Yet how my heart beats joyously 
When, sweet as murmurs of the sea, 
Thy trembling lips re-echo, "Yea, 
I love thee, dear." 

Harry Keiser Munroe 
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THE SONG OF THE TRACK 

Crouching forms face a chalk-marked lane, 
Spirits tense for the contest's pain ; 

A flash, a leap — 

And a hush like sleep. 
As four onrushing fliers gain. 

For it's fight— fight— fight ; 
Trees turn red in the blackest night. 
But the boy who sticks till he falls at the last. 
Whether he lost or whether surpassed, 
Is that much nearer the man. 

Flying, flying — cinders spurn. 
Tiring, tiring — eyes that bum ; 

Lungs that ache. 

Tendons that break. 
Are happy a coach's praise to earn. 

Though it's fight— fight— fight. 
Reel trees, and vanish light; 
For the pluck that wins a contest's strife 
Will carry you through in after-life. 
So run your race like a man. 

But there come days when the warm spring sun 
Seems to trickle through clothes and skin and 

run 
In lazy ripples down your bones; 
While the heat of the gym, and tired men's 

groans, 
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The odor of bodies, and rubber's oil, 
And thought of the Hell on that third lap's toil, 
Sicken, disgust, and make one long 
For rest with his fellows, a pipe and song, 
But this is the song of the track : 

Just fight— fight— fight. 
Though lungs are breaking and gone is sight, 
For whether you've lost or whether you've won, 
If you cross the line and the race's well run. 
You're that much nearer the man. 

Allen Simmons Raymond 



STUNG 

The little honey bee 
Toils most busily; 

He hums away. 

And works all day, 
And stings the flowers for honey. 

The lazy college man 
Takes all the sleep he can ; 

He loafs and smokes 

And chaffs and jokes 
And stings his dad for money. 
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YE GOLDE-HEADED CANE 

It stands in the comer yet, stately and tall, 

With a top that once shone like the sun, 
It whispers of muster-field, playhouse and ball, 

Of gallantries, courtship and fun; 
It is hardly the stick for the dude of to-day, 

He would swear it was "deucedly plain," 
But the haloes of memory crown its decay — 

My grandfather's gold-headed cane. 

It could tell how a face in a circling calash 

Grew red as the poppies she wore. 
When a dandy stepped up with a swagger and 
dash 
And escorted her home to her door; 
How the beaux cried with jealousy, "Jove! what 
a buck r 
As they glared at the fortunate swain. 
And the wand which appeared to have fetched 
him his luck — 
My grandfather's gold-headed cane. 

It could tell of the rides in the grand yellow gig, 

When from under a broad scuttle hat 
The eyes of fair Polly were lustrous and big. 

And — ^but, no ! would it dare tell of thcaf 
Ah, me ! by those wiles that bespoke the coquette 

How many a suitor was slain! 
There was one, though, who conquered the foe 
when they met 

With the gleam of his gold-headed cane. 
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the odors of lavender, lilac and musk I 
They scent these old halls even yet ; 

1 can still see the dancers as down through the 

dusk 
They glide in the grave minuet. 
The small satin slippers, my grandmamma's 
pride, 
Long, long in the chest have they lain ; 
Let us shake out the camphor and place them 

beside 
, My grandfather's gold-headed cane. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



THE POET'S VIEW 

I saw two birds in an evening sky, 
And one flew low and one flew high. 
Flew dark on a crimson sky. 

But the same crag sheltered each bird that night, 
From the roaming winds and the foaming spite 
Of the waves, secure by night. 

I traced two paths to the end of the day, 
And one was straight and the other lay 
Thorns and turns till the end of the day. 

But the same sands buried each trail with gold 
On the shores of Time by the surges cold. 
Buried together in gold. 

Raymond Tostevin Bond 
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TWILIGHT SONG 

Two hours we have stood on the side lines, 

Watching the team come and .go, 
While the dead leaves sift through the bleachers 

And the October wind dreams of snow. 
The shadows grow longer and deeper. 

The players confuse friend and foe ; 
We critics must off to our suppers, — 

But let's sing a song as we go. 

Down 'cross the campus at ev'ning, 

Stroll on, while the west is aglow, 
Long lines arm in arm through the twilight; 
Higher and higher the chorus 
Waking the echoes before us, 
Singing the old songs we know. 

Grimly the dogged scrub crouches. 

The heavy Wks plunge to their fall. 
Long punts go spiralling skyward 

At the sharp, quick quarterback's call ; 
From the side-ropes we watch the long practice, 

We argus-eyed, cold, critic-folk; 
But it's dark now, so let us stroll homeward, 

Still blending a song with our smoke. 

Clinton Fiske Wilding 
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THINGS HARD TO BE UTTERED 

Your eyes look into mine with such deep love 
My inmost being trembles at the thought, 
I still may have to tell you that in aught 

My nature fails itself to rise above. 

Your eyes speak of such fine undoubting trust, 
My fainting courage rises at their call, 
For may I not be conqu'ror after all 

And win life's prize from out its shifting dust? 

Your calm believing from its innocence 
Points toward immeasurable bliss still mine, 
If I my earthly being can refine 

And purge myself of carnal indolence. 

'Tis not, believe me, that I cleave to wrong, 
But only that I follow still the way 
That softly leads by flow'rs; endeavor gray 

Is very loath to dwell with me for long. 

But, drinking from your wealth of love, alone 
I go, refreshed, to grapple with life's cares : 
This world is not a field of tares. 

For, through God's love, are you not here, my 
own? 
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WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK 

Then his hand he placed, as ever, 

On his heart, 
And he swore from her he'd never. 

Never part. 
Well he knew, that Boston drummer. 
How sly Cupid had all summer 
Dogged his steps, the little bummer! 

With his dart. 

Quickly Cupid caught the notion, 

Wily Greek! 
Deftly made his arrow's motion 

More oblique. 
Thought, "Dost shield a spot so oaken? 
At thy head shall fly my token"— 
In a trice its point was broken 

On his cheek. 



SWINBURNE 

From those sublime heights reached through 
strife and tears 

On his sad page there falls no brightening 
ray; 

With face averted from relentless day 
He sorrows. And approaching with the years 
Stoops the gray figure of Remorse, who hears 

No echo of youth's happier rh3mies of May, 

That thrilled — ^how long ago, and far away! — 
And sang of dawn and dew, or moonlit meres. 
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Yet who has wakened Sappho's quivering strings 
With truer touch of passion's pain and fire? 
Belated priest at Venus' crumbling shrine, 
Deep lost in Arcady's dim vales he sings — 
Grieving fore'er Apollo's broken lyre 
In verse not verse, but music most divine. 
Frederick Fryb Rockwell 



TO VI ECONOMICS 

A feeble-minded woman 

And a feeble-minded man. 
In a feeble-minded country lived 

On a feeble-minded plan. 

So they got a feeble parson — 
Let's say nothing of his mind — 

To make a feeble marriage 
Of a very feeble kind. 

And they raised up feeble children. 

Oh, a feeble nine or ten. 
And these feeble feebles married 

Feeble feebles once again. 

So the feeble feebles multiplied 

In a far from feeble way, 
And the feeble-minded public , 

For these feebles had to pay. 



79 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WESLEYAN VERSE 

DONT TELL 

Fair Moon, thou sawest Nell and me 
As down the lane two lovers strolled — 
But, Moon, accept a lover's plea — 
Don't tdll 

Thou knowest, too, the words we spoke. 
The gentle light that glowed to fire 
Within her eyes, and then— O Moon, 
Don't tell! 

Others may guess the tale we told. 
But ne'er can know ecstatic bliss 
Such as was mine in love's first kiss. 
O Moon, that to old love wert true. 
Don't tell! 

Ralph Welles Keeler 



SONG 

A buttonless, romantic shoe, 

Heigho I Heigho ! 
Some careless, blowing bangs I knew, 

Heigho I Heigho I 
And more, the face o'er which they blew, 

Heigho I Heigho I 
I trow again Fll see them, too, 

Heigho! Heigho I 

Louis Jones Magee 
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THE SAILOR'S HOPE 

Sharp winds blow shrill o'er moor and hill, 

God fend the argosies at sea! 
The moon's white rays are strangely still, 

And touch the dim sands languidly. 
Mad waves know well the sexton's art, 

Their salt tears shroud the sailor's quest. 
Why should my heart at wild winds start? 

Thy smile, sweet love, is peace and rest. 

The breakers roar upon the shore 

But many a seaman does not hear. 
Nor shall his voice, hushed evermore. 

Surmount its ocean-shrouded bier. 
Sad is the moan of the wild winds' tale. 

The brazen moon shines pale above. 
My cheeks, King Gale, shall never pale. 

While still my heart finds hope in love. 

This sailor hears but never fears 

Tho' storm winds wild may beat and blow. 
Should not the heart unknown to tears 

Long hover where its hope may go? 
How sad is that unhappiness 

Where light young hearts feel sorrow's throe ! 
My sweet, 'tis bliss, a night like this. 

To share with thee our fire-side glow. 

Henry Adelbert White 
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TO A FRIEND 

The song^spun dream had fled; far south at 
sea 
The moon had paved a narrow winding way 
With silk-slight threads of purest gold and 
grey 
That sinuous stirred and shimmered endlessly. 
The wash and wane upon the wave-thronged 
lea 
Swayed gently in this mystic darkened day, 
And where the moon-road vanished, listless 
lay 
In shadow-shroud a phantom argosy. 

Long-lost, forgotten are the dullard dreams 
That seemed so siren sweet that night, dear 
friend. 
But still there is a golden way of gleams 

That, stretching to some distant hidden end. 
And down a gold-wrought path for you and me. 
Still floats the shadowed hulk of prophecy. 

Arthur Goodrich 



THE CAMP FIRE 

A touch sets free the prisoned rage, 
Like angry beast from riven cage, 
And darting forth in fury dire 
It gluts its tongues of mad desire ; 
With swirl and roar and frantic blaze 
It sweeps the brands in breathless maze. 
Not heeding how its work may end, 
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It covets only foes to rend: 

With reckless fling from fevered blasts 

Aloft, afar, the sparks it casts. 

As if in sport its brood to toss, 

With crazy scorn of harm or loss. 

Then quiet grows the tumult of the flame, 
Leaving a changeful gloaming in its train, 
Where shifting shadows ever wax and wane ; 

Now whispered fancies, now a whispered name, 
Steal softly forth and swift are gone again, 
And silence brings a vague, delicious pain. 
William Harry Clemons 



HER WINSOME SMILE 

Her winsome smile ! It beams on me 
From where the choir makes melody. 
Behind the parson, maid demure, — 
Her witching eyes my thoughts stllure, 
Although in church this should not be. 

Pale Luna's light, the dimpling sea, 
Are very taking, I'll agree ; 
But to her smile all else is poor — 
Her winsome smile. 

The preacher, in a mournful key. 
Shoves on the Year of Jubilee, 
Shows present times without a cure. 
With pessimistic portraiture — 
His back is turned, he cannot see 
Her winsome smile. 

Harry Keiser Munboe 
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A MAN AND A HAT 

A humble man, one Sunday night, 
Sought out a church, wherein he might 
The preacher hear, and ^ee the choir, 
And catch anew the sacred fire. 

But all in vain this man did seek 
For help to live the coming week ; 
For straight in front a maiden sat. 
And on her head an Easter hat ! 

His neck he craned from left to right,— 
The minister was out of sight ; 
Then forward leaned in vain desire 
That he might see the pretty choir. 

But down he sat, in dark despair — ^ 
That Easter hat was everywhere; 
With plume to east and bow to west. 
And right in front, a birdie's breast. 

The thoughts that came could not agree 
With Christian deeds and piety; 
He saw his derby on the floor 
Which he removed outside the door. 

And wondered if 'twere just and fair 
That he should sit behind her there. 
And view a pile of lace and wings. 
Chiffon and silk, and kindred things. 
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The girl, the while, serenely sat 
And worshipped on, — ^beneath that hat! 
Now, tell me, brother, if you can. 
What would you do, were you that man ? 
Thomas John Dodd 



A PARTING 

Alas! though still I feel thee cold 
As to my breast I thee enfold 
With all a lover's ardor bold, 
I am thy master. 

What! wilt thou answer not my plea. 
But still so coldly frigid be? 
Ah! now I feel thee warm to me 
A trifle faster. 

Indeed! thy ardent passion's dart 
Is all too much for my cold heart ; 
I fear, alas, that we must part, 
My mustard plaster. 

James Wiswell Mudge 
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LOVE'S ENTRANCE 

When Love came in, one stormy night, 
His hands, poor boy, were frozen quite ; 
He wept as one who grieveth sore, 
Knocked thrice, and opening wide my door 
Revealed the snow-drifts cold and white. 

I pitied him, the luckless wight. 
Drew Cupid to my fireside bright, 
And shared my winter's failing store, 
When Love came in. 

When presto I could you see the sight ! 

His eyes o'er-brimmed with roguish light, 
He laughed, the wanton god, and swore 
He ne'er would leave my threshold more. 

Sweetheart, have you forgot my plight 
When Love came in? 



IN THE FACE OF DANGER 

Scientists say that there's danger in kissing. 
But scientists really don't know what they're 

missing. 
Strange courage we have, when dusk comes 

apace. 
To meet such a danger — face to face. 

Earle Linus Rich 
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TO MY STUDY LAMP 

Wicked old fellow, whose light, rich and mellow, 
Oft chases the gloominess out of my room. 

Tell me thy history, light up the mystery 
Shrouding thy youth in unfathomable gloom! 

Begin the narration, name each generation 
Thy bright beacon ray has led steadily on, 

Or of students who sorrowed, with midnight oil 
borrowed. 
Moaning and groaning and boneing till dawn. 

Tell me what frolicking party of rollicking 
Roisterers gave you that whack on the side. 

Tell me what debtors have broken their fetters 
By piteous letters you doubtless have eyed. 

Can you deny me? You silently eye me 
As though there were secrets of mine you 
might see! 
Then never mind speaking; and when others, 
seeking 
Thy history, ask what thy story may be. 
Smile on them seemingly, gleam on them beam- 
ingly, 
Silent to them as you have been to me. 

Wn-LiAM Seaver Woods 
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AN INDIAN LULLABY 

Slowly fades the sun glow, 

Dusky shadows spread, 
Soothing pine-touched breezes 

Whisper o'er thy bed; 
Sleepy waters murmur, 

Softly rippling by. 
Weep no more, my loved one. 

Comes thy father nigh. 

Now the hum of twilight 

Rises through the west, 
Sound of young birds chirping 

Snuggled in the nest; 
Qear the star is shining, 

Early evening's eye; 
Weep no more, my loved one. 

Comes thy father nigh. 

Homeward through the moonlight 

Speeds he on his way. 
Hastes to guard his darling 

Till the break of day. 
Till the waking sunbeams 

Dance across the sky; 
Hush, my little loved one. 

See thy father nigh. 

William Harry Clemons 
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THE VIKING'S SONG 



Wind of the North, from far 

Blow hail or rain or snow, — 
Our spears all ground for gore and war 

Are thirsting for the foe. 

Bend, rowers, bend with triple will 
And blades in stroke and time; 

Glide, galleys, glide like lightning till 
We spy the shore's dim line. 

11 

Waves lash upon prow, 

But it is honest built; 
And fate shall stay — 'tis Oden's vow — 

Till British blood be spilt. 

Ill 

The Saxon lowlands lie 

Beside the bold North Sea ; 
In Britain shall we fiercely vie 

To gain the mastery. 

Bend, rowers, bend with triple will 
And blades in stroke and time; 

Glide, galleys, glide like lightning till 
We spy the shore's dim line. 

Henry Adelbert White 
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In Arcadyl I envy you. 

Arcadian hillsides never knew 
A more bewitching shepherdess 
To take an humble swain's caress ; 

Ne'er thrilled a shepherd heart more true. 

Has not each flower a magic hue? 
Has not the sky a richer blue? 
Is not life sweet — come now, confess, — 
In Arcady? 

One time I dwelt where you now do, 
Old friend ; but loves that last are few — 
Now since I know your happiness, 
ril try my luck again, I guess, 
For I should like to be there, too, 
In Arcady. 

Louis Jones Magee 



A QUESTION OF GENDER 

Love looked down at the close of day, 
While the dew on the violets fell, 

Down through the haze of the evening gloam. 
Love would a secret tell. 

Long we strayed over field and moor, 
Till the hour was growing late, 

When just at the end of the lane she sighed: 
"E)car, is my hat on straight?" 

•Ralph Welles Keeler 
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WHEN THE ICE GOES OUT 

In the breaking of the river, 

When the ice 
Seems to leap, with groan and shiver 

From the vise 
Which has held in its embrace 
The strong current in its race 
To the sea, 

Then there comes a sound of thunder 

To the shore. 
And the ice is rent asunder 

With a roar. 
As the echoes toss about 
The ice giant's ringing shout — 
"I am free!" 

But the ice will soon surrender 

To the rain, 
And when summer, clothed in splendor , 

Comes again. 
Then each leaping, laughing crest 
Will run, racing with the rest. 
To the sea. 

WiLUAM Seaver Woons 
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JACQUEMINOT 

Are you filled with wonder, Jacqueminot ? 
Do you think me mad that I kiss you so ? 
If a rose could one of its thoughts express, 
rd find you mocking, I more than guess; 
And yet, if you vow me a fond old fool, 
Just think if your own fine pulse was cool 
When you lay in her tresses an hour ago. 
Jacqueminot. 

This pale, proud girl, you must understand, . 
Held all my fate in her small white hand; 
And when I iasked her to be my bride. 
She wanted a day to think — decide; 
And I asked, if her answer were no, she'd wear 
A Marechal Niel to the ball in her hair. 
But if 'twere yes, she would tell me so 
By a Jacqueminot. 

My heart found heaven ; I had seen my sign. 
And after that dance I knew she was mine. 
And I plucked you out of her warm, soft hair. 
As her stately pride stood trembling there. 
And I felt in the dark for her lips to kiss. 
And I pressed them close to my own, like this. 
And I held her cheek to my own cheek — so. 
Jacqueminot. 
Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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LOVE'S PHYSIOLOGY 

Our Prof, in Physiology, 

A truthful man, declares 
That hearts have naught at all to do 

With human love affairs ; 
The brain instead contains the seat 

From which King Cupid reigns: 
We do not love with all our hearts, 

We love with all our brains. 

A question now arises 

Which has risen ne'er before, 
And really I am bothered by it 

Daily more and more ; 
Whene'er I'm with my fiancee 

Must I to her explain 
She does not cause my heart to throb — 

The throbbing's in my brain? 

And if, perchance, my fiancee 

Decides to throw me down. 
And marry some more worthy man, 

A man of more renown. 
Must I then go to her at once 

And wofully complain, 
"It's not my heart you've broken, love. 

You've broken, dear, my brain ?" 

Clifford LeGrande Waite 
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THE VISION 

Sprung from the wild and frozen North, 

Back in the misty ages dim, 
There comes a legend of a man, 
Dreaming strange dreams, whose purpose ran 

To follow that which beckoned him. 

Walking along the sea's dull shores, 
Watching the billows rise and fall. 
He saw — or did he see — a hand 
Which pointed to an unknown land. 
That never heard the Norseman's call. 

Pushing his feeble craft from shore. 
Heedless of jibes they cried aloud, 
He smiled and said, "Whatever betide, 
I still will trust this unknown guide. 
Though ocean mists should be my shroud." 

Speeding away to unknown shores, 

Sailing across the watery main, 
The craft was whirled by giant wave, 
His true heart scorning still the grave. 

He knew that he lived not in vain. 

Struggling against the billows' crash. 
Both craft and man soon sank below. 

He ne'er returned to his native shore; 

They called him "dreamer" o'er and o'er; 
But a man he was to those who know. 

Frank Chaplain Brodhead 
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'MID CLASSIC RUIN 

The music of Anacreon song 
Wafts softly down the galleries of time; 
There comes to haunt my memory long 
The vision of a fair-robed throng 
Who beckon vaguely to a sunnier clime. 

From what far halcyon shores appear 
These shapes of beauty? What long silent post 

Whispers such passion in my ear 

Of undreamt glory, till a fear 
Steals o'er me that such visions may not last? 

Down purple distances retreat 
The forms that will not long communion hold 

With mortal sense — their airy feet 

Move to a rhythm none repeat 
Save those whose names are through the cen* 
turies told. 

Afar there dies so sweet a strain 
That I grow faint with ecstacy, which brings 

Ere long a sense of growing pain, 

And now I wander down a lane 
Of countless columns, where no music rings. 

My path with ruined art is strewn; 
Here lies a hero prostrate, there a god. 

And far above a pitying moon 

Flees toward the clouds which hide it soon — 
I tread alone where ruthless Time has trod. 
Harry Winter Bugbee 

95 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JVESLEYAN VERSE 

A REVERIE* 

How sweet it is at eventide to sit with thee, old 
friend ! 
While times we've spent together pass — ^the 

moody hour — the quiet glass, 
Seen through the smoke wreath's filmy mass 
Like moonlight shadows on the gprass. 
In mem'ry's fancy pictured fair before my eyes 
ascend. 

We've plucked from fortune's tree the fruit, the 
bitter and the ripe. 
Amid the press of trouble's swarm, together 

we have faced the storm. 
Still near my own held close and warm, 
And ever have I felt thy form 
I pledge thee, friend, so brown, so old and yet 
so strong — ^my pipe. 

Wtt.LiAM Nevinson Jennings, Jr. 



HOW TEMPTING WAS HER PRETTY 
MOUTH 

How tempting was her pretty mouth ! 

Oh! how could I resist it? 
So, without asking if I might, 

I yielded, and — I kissed it. 

How sweet I thought that little kiss. 
And yet she seemed to spurn it. 

"I'll not accept that, sir," she said. 
Said I, "Then please return it." 

Charles Wesley Lyon, Jr. 
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A SUMMER LOVE 

Summer was over and poor little Love 

Lay dead on the lonely shore 
With his unstrung bow and his hand fast 
clasped 

On a dart that would wound no more. 

And the Sea of Forgetfulness rising dark 
Washed up on the beach beside him 

The broken hearts that his art had caused, 
But Love was dead — don't chide him. 

The boat that she sailed in, the book that she 
read. 
Came floating in on the tide 
And stranded on that forgotten shore 
Where our summer love had died. 

LoREN Palmer 



OUR QUEEN 

Doris long hath graced our song, 

Phyllis, too, none sparing, 
Hath been praised — those ruby lips, 

Eyes brim full of daring. 

One alone hath lacked in verse 

Fair and humble midget. 
Let me toast the girl who serves, 

The kitchen maid — our Bridget. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 
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MY DEVOTIONS 

I am very sincere as the pastor I hear 
Praying, **Free us, poor sinners, from guile," 

But sometimes, while I ponder, I let my eyes 
wander 
Over the aisle. 

For there, bending low, is a face I well know, 
That haunts my poor heart all the while ; 

And my soul it entrances whenever she glances 
Over the aisle. 

In vain do I pine, she will never be mine, 
Though her greeting is always a smile; 

Do not let the thought linger, I never can bring 
her 
Over the aisle. 

Yet often I kiss this wee little miss. 
She asks me to once in a while; 
Through her fingers she's peeping, pretending 
she's sleeping, 
Over the aisle. 

William Seaver Woods 

A KISS 

Two soft, red lips — rose petals curled, 
'^ te^^der elance, your senses whirled 

Before such bliss 
^ eentle si^h, a perfume sweet, 
And then ^ yieldinp^ quite complete. 

Ah, that's a kiss! 

Cecil Raymond Bogart 
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SONG MEMORIES 

On vine-clad walls the sunlight falls 

And spreads right royally 
With cloth of gold a hillside old 

For high-born company. 
A vagrant breeze with minstrel heart 
Awakes from silence long, 
And strikes, from June's sweet harp, the chord 

Of Nature's wordless song. 

O morning land of college days ! 

O hill of golden light I 
No other skies are soft as thine, 

No other land so bright I 

From chapel tow'r the midnight hour 

Has. struck, and all is still. 
Save where the song of merry throng 

Breaks o'er the moonlit hill. 
The silence rests on scholar's quests, 
And lovers' mem'ries deep. 
Yields now the eager day to night 

For tho't and dreams and sleep. 

Then, sing the praise of college days. 

Let cheer on cheer ring free, 
For springing life and eager strife 

And buoyant liberty! 
This old hillside shall be our pride. 

These patfis of light we'll roam. 
These friends shall be our friends for aye ; 

Cheer, cheer our college home. 

Frank Mason North 
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THE SONG OF THE GHOUL 

When the night is dark 

And the wild winds cry, 
When the watch-dogs bark 

At the turbid sky, 
When the stars have fled 

And the pine boughs sigh, 
Then my sorrow's dead; 

For a ghoul am I. 

Oh ! I love the night 

That is tempest-torn. 
And the dreary sight 

Of a soul that's worn 
By care and strife 

And toil and pain 
Till, wearied of life, 

It seeks death again. 

Yes! I love in the dead 

Cold eyes to gaze 
Of a child that's fled 

Through Death's lone ways, 
And to hear the moans 

From the aching breast 
That had smothered the groans 

Of the one at rest. 

I love the heart-rent 

Anguish cry 
Of a soul that's spent. 

Yet afraid to die, 
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And the fiend's wild sneer 

As he passes by : 
Ohl I love his leer; 

For a ghoul am I. 

Then die, ye fools 

Of a summer's day, 
Ye dullard tools 

Of worthless clay I 
Do you call me, too, 

To come and die? 
Ah, ha ! 'tis true. 

But a ghoul am I. 

Charles Otis Judkins 



MY PEACH 

How bright and ruddy is thy cheek, 
How round and plump thy form; 

Thy blush the reddest rose might seek, 
Thy skin is soft and warm. 

Yet inwardly thou art less fit. 
Thine inward self less fair. 

At heart thou hast a stony pit, 
My peach from Delaware. 

Frank Bertram Wadh 
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THE OLD LOVE 

Is not the contrast fortunate? 
Without, the night all desolate: 
Within, this cheerful tete-d^tete. 
Here by the fire. 

Four years we've sat together here. 
And you are sweeter every year; 
You bring the smile and dry the tear 
For every care. 

When skies are dark and skies are blue, 
In summer and in winter, too, 
I find a changeless heart in you. 
In you, my love. 

For colors that thy dark cheeks wear, 
For grace of form, none can compare — 
Ah, no, there's none that's half so fair 
As you — my pipe. 

Louis Jones Magee 



THE FATES 

I heard my sister tellin' 

As how, when .things wuz worse. 
That three old women sisters 

Run this whole universe. 

Well, some folks has their emperors, 
An' some folks has their kings. 

An' some folks has their presidents 
To bring 'em wars and things. 
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Guess one's as bad as t'other, 
But I'd rather have all three, 

Than have them old-maid women-folks 
A-ruHn' over me. 

Harvey Alden Wooster 



ALAS! 

Who looked on me with luring eyes, 
And raised my soul unto the skies, 
With hopes that I might win a prize? 
A lass ! a lass ! 

Who led me on with matchless art, 
Till Cupid shot his winged dart. 
And pierced me through my trusting heart? 
A lass ! a lass ! 

And then, when tired of this play, 
She heard the words I longed to say, 
Who was it softly answered, "Nay?" 
Alas, alas! 

Cecil Raymond Bogart 
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SOME OLD BOOKS 

A ragged band of gossips worn and old 
That once held thousands captive by their 

tales 
Of happy love, of weary, storm-swept sails, 

Of knightly tourneys, mighty deeds and bold. 

The nameless number long have ceased to speak; 
A tattered few an endless youth retain, 
And often tell their simple lore again; 

Their htunble home the world will ever seek. 

As in the listless summer some loud horn 
Resounding on from crag and cleft seems bom 
To live and rule, yet quickly falls away 
And whispers in the fen its little day. 
While, all unnoticed, aged apple trees 
Are ever filled with wild bird-melodies. 

Arthur Goodrich 



WHEN 

When she looked at me so. 

With her cheeks all aglow. 
And her lips so bewitchingly near, 

I seem to forget 
Perhaps — ^well, I kissed her, I fear. 

What happened, and yet — 

Clifford LeGrande Waite 
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MY FIRE 

I wander lonely o'er the earth, 

Nor kith, nor kin have I, 
My bed is but the wind-blown leaves 

My roof-tree is the sky. 

Each night I camp beside the trail. 
And when the leaves make moan, 

I watch the pictured embers glow 
And call my fire. Home. 

Within its flames I seem to read 

The tales of other days. 
And kindly faces beckon me 

From out the kindly blaze. 

And, when at last I reach that bourn 
Toward which my journey lies, 

I'll turn me gladly to my sleep 
The while my fire dies. 

LoREN Palmer 



TIME 

O Time, how swift thy winged flight 
When 'tis the hour of recreation ; 

But ah ! thou seem'st to stop and light 
Whene'er I bluff a recitation. 

Charles Wesley Lyon, Jr. 
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A POPULAR CHAPERON 

yes, we had a chaperon, 
But think you I was daunted 

When such red lips and tempting cheeks 
Close to my own were flaunted? 

1 asked her if she'd be my wife; 
She said she'd be my sister. 

I knew the little minx had lied, 
So I softly bent and kissed her. 

O yes, we had a chaperon. 
But do you think 'twas stupid? 

We didn't mind him in the least, 
For the chaperon was Cupid. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



BENEATH THE MISTLETOE 

Apology 

Beneath the mistletoe 

You stood, my pretty miss ; 
You did bewitch me so 
Beneath the mistletoe, 
I felt my heart o'erflow — 
^ Could I restrain a kiss? 
Beneath the mistletoe 
You stood, my pretty miss. 
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Answer 

It was for you I stood 

Beneath the mistletoe. 
Forgive? As tho' I could! 
It was for you I stood. 
You did just as you should. 

(As if you didn't know 
It was for you I stood 
, Beneath the mistletoe!) 

Wilbur John Sawyer 



WHAT'S IN THE WORLD? 

What's in the world? 
Two starlets there are, 
Two shells and a rose, 
A breath and a look, 
A caroling linnet. 
That's all there is in it ! 

This makes up my love, 
The starlets are eyes ; 
Her ears are the shells ; 
The linnet, her throat ; 
The rose is her mouth 
In sweet laughter curled, — 
These are my world. 
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PRIVATE THEATRICALS 

His role was to propose ; hers to accept ; 

And so the two rehearsed from day to day ; 
But scarce an hour ago, he knew full well 

It was no more a play. 

The audience had cheered with loud applause 
The skill wherewith he seemed to act his part, 

Nor did they, in their ardor, dream that he 
Laid bare his inmost heart. 

In agony of doubt he longs to know. 
Yet fears to learn the truth. Her lips said, 
"Yes." 
Was Art the prompter, or did Cupid speak. 
And urge her to confess? 

John Gowdy 



BETWEEN HER TEETH 

Between her teeth, which we'll agree, 
Gleam whiter than the — well, let's see — 

Than Orient pearls — ^no! Heavens, how trite! 

Than — ^than — well, anyway, they're white. 
That's plain — plague take your simile! 

What were we saying? Yes. Well, she, 
In laughing mood of girlish glee. 
Held — guess. Jack, wlua she held last night 
Between her teeth? 
io8 
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My heart? (You joke.) A fan? A key? 
A cigarette? (Base calumny!) 

No, while her fingers fixed her light, 
Soft hair in place, it caught my sight — 
A hairpin held coquettishly 
Between her teeth. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



TO A GOLF BALL 

Battered and scarred, rough and worn, 
She left you lying all forlorn. 
Though through the day you were her joy 
To drive, to put, or idly toy, — 
Now spinning high you might be seen, 
Now bounding on the level green, — 
And ever in delight you sped 
Obedient where'er she led. 

Alert and ready in great glee 
You perched expectant on the tee. 
Nor did you stray 'neath clumps of clover 
To rest alone, the search given over; 
Yet now forsaken and forgot, — 
Poor ball, I share the same sad lot, 
For with my heart she likewise played 
While o'er the links with you she strayed. 
Lee Foster Hartman 
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THE MAGIC LYRE 
{An Horatian Ode to Spring) 

"Now let Grace with her twin sisters play, 
And Pan bring forth his tuneful pipe and stray 
Through woodlands leafed with green. 

"Let Tempe's vale and lovely Attic plain 
Burst forth in bloom beneath the warming rain, 
Take on a velvet sheen ; 

"For zephyrs make soft music 'neath the trees, 
The brooks and murmuring doves vie with the 
breeze 
To bring Lethean sleep. 

"The stormy Adriatic no more heaves 
In thunder 'long th' Apulian shore. The leaves 
Outsing the glassy deep; 

"For spring has come. And now a gay young 

world 
Uplifts its head, and to the sky has hurled 
Its joyful triumph song. 

"Oh, gaze not back on sluggish Winter's care; 
But, looking ever forward, do and dare 
Life's spring remains not long." 
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Thus sang the ancient bard, and softly said, 
Casting his lyre aside : "When I am dead, 

Continue thou my lay/* 
Now, I, uncertain, touch the magic strings. 
Beyond my power, once more it thrills and sings 

The old-world song for aye. 

Philip Lombard Given 

ROBERT BROWNING 

Like a glad sunrise, flooding all the sky, 
Came thy great-hearted words, and made men 

feel. 
Whether they would or no, that God's own 
seal 
Proclaimed our earth his care eternally. 
Never didst thou lose faith or bow to lie; 
Still through the darkness loud thy trumpet's 

peal 
Drowned the faint cries of cowards, and the 
steel 
Of thy undaunted blade rang victory! 

Only to such be given right of boast, 

At last, as "one who never turned his back 
But marched breast-forward." Through the 
lightning wrack 
Of fierce soul-conflict, heading all the host. 
Still do we see thy face, set toward God's 

star 
Of changeless truth, back-sweeping cloud and 
bar! 

-Harry Torsey Baker 
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CHICKADEE 

Chickadee, Chickadee, 
There's a bond 'twixt you and me, 
When the world is cold with snow, 
When the hopes I used to know — 
Scattered like a fallen leaf. 
Fallen like a scattered sheaf, 
Drifted over near and wide 
By the winter's whirling tide — 
When my hopes are turned to sear, 
Naught a friend can give the cheer. 
Naught can lift my steps along 
Like the ringing of your song. 
Chickadee, Chickadee. 

Chickadee, Chickadee, 
There's a love 'twixt you and me ; 
Doff your little cap of black, 
Whistle low and echo back, 
Ever distant, always near. 
Spirit of the morning clear, 
Elfin spirit of the air. 
Twitting, flitting, ever)rwhere. 
When the world is cold and gray. 
Where the road's a weary way. 
Every hiU-top rings again. 
Lifts me on with your refrain. 

Chickadee, Chickadee. 

Raymond Tostevin Bond 



112 



Digitized by 



Google 



WESLEYAN VERSE 

THE OUTCAST 

See that old wreck there in the gutter, 
And those tattered clothes that flutter 
As the wind blows. 

Age and hard times tell their story ; 
Youth's bright threads of future glory 
Gone: poor fellow. 

And the friends once faithful whether 
It was clear or stormy weather, 
Time has thinned those. 

Now, alone, a tattered cloak on; 
Poor, dilapidated, broken, — 
Old Umbrella. 

Frank Elwood Sanford 



LINES ACCOMPANYING THE GIFT 
OF A PIPE 

Accept from me this pipe of briar. 
Oh! may it meet your heart's desire, 
While high above its swelling bowl 
Dense clouds of curling smoke shall roll. 
May every care and every grief 
And every pain thus find relief ; 
And as each wreath of smoke ascends, 
Forgave your foes and love your friends. 
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PORTLAND BRIDGES 

Winter 

O ghostly spans, twin wraiths of river kings, 
Who shriek atop uncanny winter's blast 
To taunt the grinding ice-floes rushing past, 

To mock its roaring torrent as it swings 

Prom side to side, and like a viking sings 
A solemn death-chant, knowing 'tis his last. 
Now tread we o'er your paths, betwixt your 
shafts 

Unflinching at the crashing mass which flings 

Itself against your g^ranite, iron spanned; 

For Bridges, fire-eyed under frosted brow. 
In spite of gale and gorging ice ye stand. 

Nor hazard precious life to them, I vow, 
Who, halting on their road from land to land. 

Shall honor your great spans as do we now. 



Summer 

The mellow gleamings hither and anon 
Across the placid stream, along the shore, 
A ruby red or green, their glory pour 

To trace anew the shadows which the sun 

Quit hours ago, ere they were scarce begun. 
The golden moon, that we may marvel more. 
Awakes to melt our bridges twain to faur; 

While, of the silent evening, joyous fun 
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Doth swell and echo at the paddle's splash. 

We hear, old Bridges, the soft melody 
Of barcarole; and note the lucent flash, 
The sparkling crests, the shouts which ring 
with glee. 
That stir emotions others might call rash, — 
But they perchance are not your friends, as 
we. 

Clarence Howard Tryon 



TO THE ICE KING 

Hail! all hail! thou Northland Fury, 

Bitter, stanch, and bold; 
Flinging far with swirl and flurry^ 

Frost, and sleet, and cold. 
Hail to thee! thou shivering specter. 

Wrapped in whirling snow ; 
Here's a pledge of flowing nectar — 

Blow I ye wild winds, blow ! 
For I love thy raging passion. 

Icy breath defy ; 
Thinkest thou a frost to fashion, 

Spring will not outvie? 
Though thy blast be fierce and chilling 

What canst thou avail ? 
Let thy storms burst — freezing, killing — 

Hail! Ice King, all hail! 

Harold Edmund Wilson 
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TO A POEM 

Within her rocky bosom's secret keep, 
Wise nature, from a tiny streamlet clear, 
With jealous caution and with reverent fear 

Selects pure quartz grains as they onward sweep. 

And in her workshop where no ^e can peep 
Begins a stately edifice to rear. 
Whose sympathy and beauty will appear 

In finished crystal's fire and sparkle deep. 

'Tis thus the poet culls with watchful care 
From out the thought-stream's swiftly flowing 
race 
The gems which shine with purest lustre rare, 
And builds from them, with symmetry and 
grace, 
As one who labors not for outward eye, 
A crystal poem that shall never die. 

Frank Bertrand Wade 



FOOTBALL PROSPECTS 

"Are you going to make the eleven?" asked she. 
As they sat in one chair, qtute alone ; 

"That may be in doubt just now," said he, 
"Though at present Fm holding my own." 
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THE FENCE AND THE FACULTY 

The faculty sat on the campus fence, 
Because they said 'twas too great an expense, 
And the college needs the money. 

The muckers sat on the campus fence 
To save exactly twenty-five cents, 
And the college needs the money. 

If neither would sit on the campus fence 
The crowd inside would be more dense, 
And the college would get the money. 

Ashley Horace Thorndike 



OH, FOR A MAN! 

"Oh, for a man!" 

The alto cried ; 
"Oh, for a man!" 

The soprano sighed: 
"A man!" they sang, 

With tearful eyes, 
"Oh, for a man — 

Sion in the skies !" 

Andrew Gillies 
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SLEIGHING SONG 

Then sing ho I 

For the glittering ice and the glistening snow, 
And the sleigh-^U's chime as we swiftly go; 
The earth is a-gleaming, the whole world is 

bright, 
For the stars and the moon make merry to-night: 
Sing hoi 

Now o'er the meadow's broad expanse 
The myriad lights of heaven dance, 
And 'neath this vast and snowy fleece 
All nature sleeps in dreamless peace; 
But e'en in sleep can she impart 
The magic influence of her art. 

Then sing ho ! 

For as swift as an arrow we onward go, 
Away in the frost of the ice-breathing snow- 
Away in the light of the chill, chaste moon, 
Where the thrill of the pulse-beat is life's great- 
est boon: 
Sing ho! 

George Wiley Sherburn 



MIRRORS 

Love's a tricky little creature — 
Could you but a moment doubt? 

Though you would control each feature. 
Through your eyes he's creeping out. 
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Peeping ? — ^brazen fellow — ^taunting ! 

Till she raises eyes of blue, 
Message reads, though words be wanting, 

"Love, Fm Love and I love you." 

Tell-tale Love, I seek my answer. 
Carelessly she courts inspection, 

Little guessing he who scans her 
In her eyes finds Love's reflection. 

Love, you tricky little creature — 
Now she knows. Well I know, too! 

I shall whisper, thou, my teacher, — 
"Love, I love, I love but you." 

Francis Burnett Frazee 



THE POSTER 

A poster wrought in colors bright 
Portrayed a most unblushing sight — 
A maiden held in embrace tight. 
And that, too, right in broad daylight. 
A loving pair came passinp^ by, 
The flaring poster met their eye; 
The maiden asked in tones distressed, 
"Ought not such things to be suppressed?" 
Quick answered he, with greater zest, 
"Yes, dear, such things should be so pressed." 
George Wiley Sherburn 
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RESPITE 

As miners, delving deep in earth, 
And sedcing long for treasures great — 
Praying, perchance, that some fair fate 
May aid them in their daily dearth ; 
Scarce stopping in their toil for mirth. 
When a stray squirrel, harvest late, 
Comes scampering through the wicket gate- 
Struggle and strive with heaving girth: 

So have I striven through the day 
And night of anguish, sore with pain, 

Pra3ring that mercy might delay 
The end of toil, till I should gain 

The light that only leads this clay 
To Thee, who makest mysteries plain. 

Ralph Welles Kei^^r 



SLEEP-TIME SONG 

Snug in thy downy crib, 

Sleepily gazing — 
Baby eyes dimmed by the toil of the day — 

Mother-love brings thee a balm, little treasure. 
Tired of baby-cares, weary of play. 

Slow drift the boats to the shore of the sleepy- 
land. 

Bearing thee on o'er the billows so white — 
Softer and softer the waves whisper drearily. 

Hush I— tired baby— good-night ! 
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Sofi shine the stars above, 

Drowsily blinking — 
Baby eyes close to the crickets' sad song — 

Tucked into fairyland, dream, little darling, 

Morning will waken thee — ^night is not long. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 



THE BIBULOUS SENTIMENTS OF AN 
INTIMATE FRIEND 

Some days I raise an awful thirst, 

And crave an awful drink ; 
And in my plight the very worst 
Of all is — that I never durst 

Drink anything but ink. 

When full, I wind across the page, 

I stagger and careen, 
My trail would make a tipster rage 
And envy (*spite my youthful age) 

Such curves and angles keen. 

I work my best when drink flows high. 

Unlike the most of men. 
But I am dumb when I am dry ; 
It is my nature, friend, for I 

Am but — z fountain-pen. 

Carl Fowler Price 
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TREES IN WINTER 

Beneath heaven's gaze they stand — ^these naked 
trees. 

And, unabashed, lift brawny hands on high 
In supplication ; flouted by each breeze. 

The jest and mockery of earth and sky. 

How fair till winter, their Delilah, came. 
And on her false white breast in sleep they 
lay; 
Shorn of their beauty now — behold their shame I 
Despoiled and desolate on a songless day I 
Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



COMPENSATION 

He did not give me to portray 
The subtle imagery of soul. 
The glory of the earth arid seas. 
He did not give me to array 
In happy cadence on a scroll, 
The notes of heaven-bom symphonies. 

He gave me, though, a heart to feel. 
And eyes to see, and ears to hear, 
The voice and touch of holy seer 
In Art and Song. 

Raymond Voorhees Brokaw 



122 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JVESLEYAN VERSE 

A FATHER'S LULLABY 

Slowly the sun sinks into its rest; 

Hush, my little one, 

Sleep, my pretty one. 
Brightly the evening star gleams in the west; 

Hush, my little one, hush. 
Mother, in heaven, with love watches o'er thee, 
Pleads with the Father to smite care before 

thee. 
Bids all the angels with reverence adore thee, 

Hush, my little one, hush. 

Night with her mantle the earth now enfolds; 

Hush, my little one. 

Sleep, my pretty one, 
Silence, deep silence, the sceptre now holds; 

Sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 
Father is watching, nothing shall harm thee, 
Sleep on his breast; no fears shall alarm thee, 
Motherless, father^s affection shall charm thee, 

Sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 

Edwin Sweetser Huse 



AN ELECTION ffiYL 

We were sitting in the parlor, 
We'd been watching the parade. 

And as I gently kissed her, 
A little cry she made. 

"Are you crying for protection?" 

I asked, tho' still she stayed; 
"Oh, no," she gently murmured, 

"In this I'm for free-trade." 
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UNRETURNING 
{In Memariam Frederic Lawrence Knowles) 

In those far-shining gardens of the Nine, 
Beneath a glorious heaven, hour by hour. 

Fostered with care unwearying and sure, 
A new stem grew to sacred sign of flow'r. 

And while the rich bud's petals blessed the air 
With prophecy of perfume, waxed a throng 

To joy in its near triumph, thinking all 
To view, full-opened, its deep heart of song. 

But ah ! into the gardens came by night 
Or thief or rightful lord — for who shall 
say? — 

And the beloved, well-nigh unclosing flow'r 
Silently plucked and silent bore away. 

When in the sun the gazers gathered sad, 
A marvel they beheld : for lo ! the whole, 

Both stalk and root, was taken — that, perchance. 
It might bloom on in countries of the soul ! 
Harry Torsey Baker 



TWO VOICES 

Two voices in their anguished flight. 
Struggling up toward Heaven's height. 

Awoke the stillness of the night. 
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The j&rst — awhile the church bells toll — 
In deep of night, in deeper dole, 
A sinner's moan for his dying soul. 

And one, anear the brink of mom, 
Arose like the wail of a bird nest-torn ; 
The cry of a sinless soul new-bom. 

Albert Elmer Hancock 



NATURE; THE ARTIST 

Such hints as untaught Nature yields! — 

The calm disorder of the sea. 
The straggling splendor of the fields. 

The wind's gay incivility. 

O workman with your conscious plan. 
Compass and square are little worth; 

Copy (nay, only poets can) 
The artless masonry of earth. 

Go watch the windy spring's carouse. 
And mark the winter wonders grow — 

The graceful gracelessness of boughs. 
The careless carpentry of snow ! 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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THE MARCH WIND 

Sullen clouds are swiftly scunying, 
O'er the cold gray heavens hurrying, 
Harassed by the ceaseless worrying 

Of the boisterous wind. 
Mournfully a wild, weird crying, 
Caught in storms through j6r trees flying. 
Mingles with the chimney's sighing 

And the noisy wind. 

Now the shivering snows uplifting, 
Ghostly specters swirling, shifting, 
Over fields and fences drifting. 

Flings the furious wind. 
Now in kindlier bent upheaving, 
With fantastic, artful weaving. 
Gay festoons on shrubberies wreathing. 

Whirls the playful wind. 

Sprightly to the house-tops leaping. 
Slyly round the cornice creeping. 
Through the blinds or lattice peepmg. 

Steals the prying wind. 
Quickly, lest discovery risking, 
Down the hill with prankish frisking, 
Through the grovef and bushes whisking. 

Flees the crafty wind. 
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Now in woodland hollows hovering, 
Slumbering buds and mosses smothering, 
Prophecies of spring discovering, 

Goes the scampering wind. 
Joins the nimble fairies dancing. 
Now receding, now advancing. 
Fleet as elfish shadows prancing, 

Merry, jovial wind! 

Harold Edmund Wilson 



THE MOON AND I 

The Moon, a million miles away. 

Is luckier than I ; 
Though I sit here at Betty's side 

While he floats in the sky. 

Her eyes afar with sister stars 

That cold, old Moon to see; 
While I, eclipsed, must patient wait 

Till the light returns to mc. 

Though close at Betty's side I sit 

I venture not to speak ; 
The Moon with wanton boldness stares. 

And dares to kiss her cheek. 

Kenneth Mackarness Goode 
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IN AESOFS VEIN 

Said the Grocer's Scale to the Orange Peel : 
"It would pleasure me much to know, sir, 

What you are doing." Quoth the Peel : 
"Fm lying in wait for the Grocer." 

"Our weighs are alike,'' the Scale replies, 

"For, strange as it appears. 
To tell the truth (though speaking of lies), 

I've been doing the same for years I " 

William Howard Mitchell 



THE SPRING IS COME 

The spring is come; warm breezes blow; 
It doesn't make me happy tho' ; 

For season's changes only bring 

To me the pain of ordering 
Another suit. Style changes so! 

This hat I'll hardly dare to show 
Near "Easter bonnets"; it's too low; 
I fear I must be purchasing; 
The spring is come. 
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I'm glad to have the winter go; 
I dgn't like ice^ I don't like snow; 
Green fields, bright flowers, and birds to sing, 
Of course I like that sort of thing; 
But still — it makes me blue to know 
The spring is come. 

Louis Jones Magee 



A SONG OF ALMA MATER 

The rain beats hard upon the pane. 
The wind tugs vainly at the door. 

The logs upon the irons blaze; 
We live anew the days of yore. 

O Wesleyan, who gave us birth 
To broader vision — ^hopes more fair, 

The vision and the hopes live on, 

While still with thee our songs we share. 

Our heart grows young : comes fresh and strong 
The youth the years have laid from sight, 

Dull care and worry flee away, 
As thee again we pledge to-night. 

Whatever the prize, we give to thee 
The glory- for life's passing fame, 

Our toils, our triumphs ever bear 
The mark of Alma Mater's name. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 
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NON OMNIS MORIAR 

"I shall not wholly die"— 
King pagan, thou said'st well ; 
"A part of me with my last breath 
Shsdl pass beyond the bounds of death." 
Though they are right who cry 
That these words fell 
Only to mean survival of thy fame. 

Time's flight doth prove thee true, 
Swift following years have past ; 
The priest no longer climbs the stairs, 
Rome's capitol no longer bears 
The temples that it knew. 
Thy name doth last — 
Thy monument stands ages long the same. 

Yet may we think that thou 
Didst hope a happier fate? 
'Tis comfort cold only to know 
Our memory will always glow 
When to the stroke we bow 
Changing our state. 
Hadst thou no thought of life beyond the grave? 
Cornelius Roach Berrien 
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CHAPPIE'S LAMENT 

I walked one day with Phyllith 

Ovah in Bothton town, 
I in me long Pwince Albert, 

She in a new Worth gown. 

I talked that day with Phyllith 

Ovah in Bothton town, 
Of things intenth and thoulful. 

Begged her me love to cwown. 

I pawted that day from Phyllith 

Ovah in Bothton town ; 
She'd be a bwother to me, she said. 

But wouldn't be Mitheth Brown. 

Ferris Greenslet 



PITY 'TIS, 'TIS TRUE 

I sat me down at leisure ; 

The ready waiter flew, 
My order took suavely. 

And shouted, "Ojrster stew!" 

The steaming dish was waiting. 

The ready waiter flew ; 
Then rose I up in anger. 

And left, — 'twas "oysters two !" 
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AN OLD NEW ENGLAND SEAPORT 
TOWN 

The wave-worn wharves are silence-bound to- 
night, 
And far o'er-head the golden moon looks 

down 
On shining ocean and on sleeping town, 
And bathes the roofs and steeples with her light. 
No tavern brawler sends away the night 
In song. Not e'en a sleeping watchdog's 

moan 
Disturbs the deep, deep silence. I alone 
Look on the shimmering sea which gleams so 
bright. 

'Twere better so, for here the storied past 
Can know no present, — ^peace abideth here. 
The one-time rush and whirl is gone for aye. 
No longer flaps the sail against the mast, — 
The gaunt old ships are rotting at the pier, 
Their crews sleep on imtil the Judgment 
Day. 

Percy Allen Parsons 



TO MY UMBRELLA 

Farewell, dear friend, I felt, I knew 
That fate the tie would sever 

That bound our souls in friendship true. 
Now you are gone forever. 
Farewell ! 
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Another calls you now his own ; 

You'll brave life's storms together I 
But I must face, all, all alone, 

Its roughest, fiercest weather. 
Farewell ! 

I hoped to find you, gay coquette, 
From out some comer peeping. 

But hope is dead ! Despair — ^regret 
Have left me weeping, weeping. 
Farewell I 

One cannot always weep, Fm told. 

All sorrows time will smother. 
Forgive me, dear, in silk and gold, 
I saw and took another. 
Farewell ! 

William Seaver Woods 



THE COST 

Had not the Sufferer bled upon that tree, 
This hemlock would not bloom with gifts for 
thee. 

If thorns had never crowned that pale, pure 

brow, 
We would not wreathe the crowns of holly now. 

That star had never been the whole world's gem 
If Calvary had not followed Bethlehem. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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DREAM-LAND 

There the mystic light of dreams 

Softly gleams, 
Throwing shadows of old time 

On the streams ; 
There stand castles old and gray, 
Famed afar in minstrel's lay, 

By the streams. 

There the distant convent bells 

Softly chime, 
When at eve o'er greenwood falls 

Twilight time ; 
Far away through shady dells 
Voices faint blend with the bells 

In old rhyme. 

O'er the battlements so old 

And so gray. 
Moonlight shadows softly creeping 

Lightly play; 
O'er the deep and darksome ftioat 
Weirdly through the hours they float 

Until day. 

Lyman Willetts Rogers 
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IN THRALL 

I only see one witching face, 
Lit by the tableau's fleeting grace: 
The gypsy garb becomes her well, 
Sweeter is she than tongue may tdl — 
Bess, a captive-maid. 

But when the play is o'er, and when 
The stage-lamps all are dark again, 
I fed a clinging pain ; at last 
In fancy's bonds she holds me fast — 
I, a captive made. 

Harry Arthur Thompson 



VIRGIL 

Apart from toil and bustling mart 

We hear thy higher strain, 
And still those songs of old impart 

The wine of love again. 

With thee we roam the wooded ways 

To lave in wooded streams, 
And through the long midsummer days 

Dream o'er the Muses' dreams. 

The music of the pipes of Pan 

Blends with sussurous bees ; 
While fancy, glorious artisan. 

Builds sweetest memories.' 

' Henry Adelbert White 
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IN MEMORIAM O. L. W. 

A whitening sail upon the happy waves, 
A fragile bark — ^yet was the sail clear white — 

The morning fair, the sun as yet but young. 
And far away seemed tempest and the night. 

A freshening breeze — a sighing storm of woe — 
Swift bows and flies the bark before the gale ; 

A speck — ^then vanished where the world meets 
sky — 
And gladness flees with that one fl3ring sail. 

Keen wind, thick skies, a sea as gray and bare. 
An aching heart, strained eyes — ^then tears 
that freeze. 
Ah, me! We cannot see beyond the clouds 
The white sail flying over sunlit seas. 

Herbert Welch 



HER LITTLE GLOVE 

Her little glove, I dare aver, 
Would set your pulses all astir; 
It hides a something safe from sight. 
So soft and warm, so small and white. 
So free from earthly blot and blur ! 

Let partial Fate on some confer 
The diamonds of a dowager, 
I only ask for my delight — 
Her little glove. 
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'Twould satisfy a connoisseur, 
This dainty thing of lavender, 
And when it clasps her fingers tight 
I think — I wonder if it's right — 
That somehow — well — I wish / were 
Her little glove. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



LOW BY A MEADOW WALL 

Low by a meadow wall, 

Mossy all over, 
Barring an ocean-wide 

Body of clover, 
Lies a young brook asleep, 

In a dream gliding; 
Over his smooth face sweep 

Long-trailing grasses. 
Kissing and hiding, 

Lest while he passes 
They by their touches 

Rouse him to chiding. 

Remington Squire 
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THE CROSS OF CHRIST 

Little crosses, pearl and gold, 

Trinkets of a day, 
Worn by women fair arid fine — 

Crosses out at play. 

Once the cross was rough and bare. 

Fearsome, hard, severe, 
Bloodstains of a man ran down — 

Christ's cross — ^hear, oh, hear ! 

Golden crosses ! Christ of God, 

Splinters pierced thy heart ! 
Gold ? Oh, none for thee, but this — 

Spears and stinging smart. 

Lord, give me thy cross to wear 

On my very life ; 
Thine to serve, to bless, to help: 

Partner of thy strife. 

James Maxon Yard 



OUR SONGS 

The morning song is happy with the hope 
That does not know the windings of the day,- 

It sends us forth along uncertain paths, 
^.ike children running eager to their play. 
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The song at mid-day sung is weak and faint. 
Its halting strains close to the parched earth 

. fly - 
It fails to urge or soothe the singer's heart. 
The burning strife and struggle see it die. 

The songs that come at twilight truest are. 

Their notes are soft and low, the heart at rest, 
For day is done, the hope, the struggle o'er — 

The songs of peace at evening are best. 

Ralph Welles Keeler 



A DITTY FOR MAY 

April's a trifler, March a churl, 

June's a prodigal, all can see; 
May is a modest and winsome girl. 

May is the month of months for me. 
Hey ! and ho ! for the twitter and twirl, 

Hints that are hanging from every tree. 
Song of mavis and song of merle. 

Nests that hide where you shall not see ! 
Winter who came with a swish and swirl, 

Bluff old fool of a white-beard he — 
Now lies slain with the smile of a girl — 

May is the month of months for me ! 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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AN OLD BOOK 

How satin-smooth, and soft and warm it 
seems — 
This relic of a half-remembered age — 
To touch; and every firm, cream-ydlowed 
page 
Would yield the kindly wealth with which it 

teems. 
Some good quaint wit, perhaps, would pour its 
beams 
In genial glow ; or precious lore of sage 
For which a life's full force might well en- 
gage; 
Or, better, some sweet far-forgotten dreams. 

What hand has taught these leaves to lie out- 
spread — 
What long accustomed touch at last subdued 
The Afric leather's prodigal-bold glow? 
As one who steps with wonder-softened tread 
On some infrequent spot that seems endued 
With memories, thus I wonder and would 
know. 

Emil Harry Blichfeldt 



FORTIFIED 

My heart is one Sir Cupid tries 
No more to charm with laughing eyes ; 
His sharpened shafts have all been spent, 
And some are broken, others bent, 
While at my feet his quiver lies. 
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And yet you think he may devise 
Some snare, or take me by surprise, 
And that of hearts too confident 
My heart is one? 

Nay — it unfalteringly defies 
The merry rogue in any guise. 
Yet listen, since you're so intent 
To read my riddle, what I meant 
Is that more conquests it denies: 
My heart is won. 

Lee Foster Hartman 



THE REASON WHY 

The reason why? What can you do 
When bright-eyed maid bewitches you? 

For she was fair, with sunny eyes 
^ Whose tender depths were like the skies 
Of mystic lands, where dreams come true. 

Unheeded, swift the moments flew. 
I lingered long to bid adieu. 
Ask Cupid, god of love and lies. 
The reason why. 

But when the hours were wee and few 
I heard a step which toward me drew, 

And cut short all my vows and sighs. 

And, if again this query rise. 
Then ask her father, for he knew 
The reason why. 

BURDETTE Ross BUCKINGHAM 
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THE ROVING MINSTREL 

I have traveled all night, my sweet ; 

All night I have scattered the dew 
From the tangled grass with my eager feet. 

While I sang to the stars of you. 

But the restless wind is calling me 

Back to the lands beyond the sea ; 

And the tune in my heart, by night and day, 

Is the throb of the deep and the hiss of spray. 

Dawn with her mantle gray 

Shields us a moment still 
From touches and cares that will hound the day 

When the sun comes over the hill. 

So I bring a smile and a song for you ; 

And I'll leave a tear for a long, adieu. 

My wild heart must follow the rune of the wind, 

Though the world's one rose forsaken pined. 

Then a kiss to bind fond hearts ! 

And another — ^my sweet, wild rose! 
And I'll sing for you still in the crowded marts 

And wherever the brave wind blows. 

But the tune in my heart, by night an J day. 
Is the throb of the deep and the hiss of spray, 
For the roving wind e'er whistles me 
Back to the ships by the wrinkled sea. 

FREDERICK FrYE RoCKWELL 
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THE WAY HOME 

The sun-gleam and the dark, 

Vesper and matin bells; 
The greeting hands of yesterday; 

The morrow and farewells. 

The cradle and the mom ; 

The eve and ebbing sense ; 
And who shall tell us whither, 

And who shall say from whence? 

Behind us lies the void. 

Before us is the dark; 
As on the slender boat of time 

We tremblingly embark. 

By sun — by stars — ^we sail 
And tempt the desperate sea; 

We only know our vessel's prow 
Is toward eternity. 

The sun-gleam and the dark. 

Vesper and matin bells ; 
The greeting hands in yonder port, 
* But in the earth, farewells. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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BALLADE OF THE LOST COMRADE 

Aforetime, when our hearts were gay, 

Where bays of blue white sands indent, 
Our oak-ribbed boat through flying spray 

We urged, with limber oars bow-bent ; 
Or, floating, piped in glad content. 

Alone I pull the pulsing stroke ; 
No cheery note with mine is blent — 

"To thee the reed is as the oak." 

How, once, we knew the leafy way 

The bulge-cheeked squirrel nimbly went 
His acorn treasure to convey. 

What murmurous love-lore was unpent 
In liquid lappings reverent 

To trembling sedges ; while fay-folk 
Danced in a ring. These joys are spent — 

"To thee the reed is as the oak/* 

Once did we troll the roundelay. 

Or told we love's lorn languishment : 
Once guessed what Falstaff's wit would say. 

Or sought some graver word's intent. 
Say, shall we carol or lament? 

Shall 't be a sermon? Or a joke? 
You neither frown nor give consent — 

"To thee the reed is as the oak." 

UEnvoi, 
My friend! My life's own complement. 
E'er Death his fatal "Follow!" spoke; 
Why should my grief be eloquent? 
"To thee the reed is as the oak." 

Harry Keiser Munroe. 
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AUGUST 

In yellow August, when the fields are hot, 
And drowsy flies hang humming in the sun; 
When drooping herds, the slow day now half 
done, 

With trailing footfall seek some shadowed spot ; 

How sweet to lie beyond the sun's fierce shot, 
Where tinkling waters through the forest run, 
Yet linger by the still pools almost won. 

As though the mother river called them not! 

How free to stand upon some headland rock 
And watch the huge swing of the waves 

beneath. 
To see the billows rush, and strike and seethe. 
Whose rage the smooth salt breezes seem to 
mock I 
Ah ! Nature, in thy fair or ruder part. 
Thou canst or soothe or thrill the burdened 
heart! 

Herbert Welch 
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TO MY VALENTINE 

Beware of one who loves thee but too well ! 
Or one who fain would bind thee with a spell. 
With strength to draw thee, as a foreign land 
Lures the adventurous traveler to its strand. 

And if thou would'st be free — 

Beware of me ! 

Trust not those eyes that softly fix on thee, 
Tamed in their restless glances though they be ! 
Beware a voice, where all things that are cold 
In maiden hearts in every tone arc told. 

If thou would'st still be free, 

Beware of mel 

But, if a longing rests within thy soul, 
Then let thy love speed onward toward its goal ; 
Lose not from sight that place of unknown bliss. 
Nor thy true rest and joy for blindness miss 1 

If thou would'st not be free. 

Then come to me ! 

Harry Cunton Francf 



PLATONIC 

On the beach with the tide at half the ebb, 
They sat and sat while the hours passed by, 

Till the sun sank deep in the wave's thin crest, 

And the moon sailed free in the starry sky. 
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The tide fell fast till it ran way out, 
But silent they sat in ecstatic bliss, 

In the dreamy haze she held his hand, 
While he strove ever to steal a kiss. 

The tide flows full, all the beach lies bare. 
The mild moon wanes in the western sky ; 

In her room she's bonoaning tangled hair. 
While he — at the lunch cart is eating pie. 
Ralph Welles Keeler 



MY STUDY FIRE 

Heap high the wood ! It does me good 

To see it blazing so; 
To see the sparks trace fiery marks, 

And up the chimney go ; 
Or watch them chase, as in a race, * 

Each other o'er the soot ; 
Or like a star, dropped from afar. 

Across the fender shoot. 

Heap on the wood ! It seems so good 

To feel the cheering glow. 
When out-of-doors the wild wind roars 

And swirls the blinding snow. 
The flames leap high, the cinders fly, 

The back-logs snap and crack; 
Of wholesome cheer and pleasure dear, 

My hearth fire has no lack. 

George Henry Hamilton 
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ASSUMPTION 

A butterfly for one brief day 

Flew 'round a cherry tree. 
And thought it knew the whole of life, 

The source of mystery ; 
Of Evolution and of Art 

It chanced to learn a bit. 
But yet the insect never knew 

The tree came from a pit. 

The butterfly, while raindrops fell, 

Took shelter in a shed. 
Where restless boys with cap in hand 

Pursued it till it fled. 
"The earth is full of toil and strife, 

The sky is full of gloom,*' 
It thought ; but still its flutt'ring wings 

Made glad a sick boy's room. 

O human butterflies that boast 

Of all your skill and knowledge! 
If pessimistic you become 
At home, in mart, or college. 
Pray, keep in mind how poor a judge 

You flittering beings are. 
And know outside life's cramped hut 
Spreads God's outdoors afar. 

Floyd Aijonzo Stevens 
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AN EVENING WITH THE ILIAD 

Homer, in thy hallowed page, 
Living on from age to age. 
They have mouldered ages long, 
(Yet immortal is thy song), 
Whom thy vibrant lyre hath rung 
And thy tender lips have sung ; 
And again around my chair 
Rustle garments in the air; 
Paris, Helen, Thetis' son, 
Pass before me, one by one; 
Agamemnon's haughty mien, 
Bright Briseis' beauty's sheen, 
Living o'er the lives they led ; 
By immortal genius fed, 
Age on age forever new. 
Age on age forever true; 
Parents of our wiser day, 
Qiildren of their time, we say ; 
They are here among us still, 
Helen's eyes yet work us ill, 
Thetis' son is angry yet, 
Agamemnon's pride is set. 
Modem hearts their praise have rung. 
Lesser lips their deeds have sung; 
They shsdl live their lives again, 
While time runs and men are men. 

Harvey Alden Wooster 
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AT THE CLOSE OF DAY 

(In acknowledgment of a monochrome with the 
above title) 

Content, you say. Why, my dear old fellow — 

Just see how he sits on that shelf of sand 
(Done all in brown, or is it yellow?) 

Unconcerned as a statue ; hand upon hand ; 
That old clay pipe clean upside down. 

At best but a bowl and a nib to bite, — 
If seven and sixty in a fishing town 

Can boast of teeth to grip so tight — 
And all the while not a sigh to be uttered. 
And all the while not a syllable muttered. 
Tis plain enough, 'tis the close of day; 
Let the old man idle the hours away, 
Dolce far niente, as the saying goes ; 
Life, too, is passing, and ere he knows 
He'll learn adl too late what the shadows meant. 
Perhaps he has learned, he's most content ; 
Perhaps all is done that was his to do ; 
And perhaps, — ah, me ! if we only knew. 

Clarence Howard Tryon 



THE WATCH 

At midnight on a hillside old. 
Tall buildings, massive, brown, and bold, 
Reared high their silent forms ; while tolled 
The bell within the tower. 
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Thty saw the passing of the years, 
Guarded their hopes and calmed the fears 
Of men ; and to their listening ears 
Proclaimed each rolling hour. 

Until the darkness passed away, 
And dawned the welcome, new-bom day ; 
Another year sped on its way, 
With joyous, youthful song. 

So, through all time, in her great might, 
Stands, sentinel of truth and right. 
Our college, watching in their flight 
The midnight and the dawn. 

James Raymond Simmons 



AFTER THE PLAY 

A sweet smelling pink 

She wore in her breast. 
Where else do you think 
A sweet smelling pink 
Such fragrance could drink? 

Where else be so blest? 
O sweet smelling pink 
She wore in her breast ! 
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TO A CHRYSANTHEMUM 

Thou beauteous flower with heart of gold, 
Bravely defying winter's cold, 
When dreary north winds shrilly whistle 
Over the desolate fields of thistle ; 
And all the trees are stripped of leaves, 
Tom by the ruthless autumn breeze. 
Thou comest to bless in beauty's ways 
With memories of summer days, 
When at the touch of gentle showers, 
Decked were the fields in myriad flowers ; 
Yet more than all I praise to-day 

This blossom bright. 
Since on her breast it lay 

Only last night. 

John Angus Thompson 



TO A FRIEND IN SCOTLAND 

You love old Scotland ; I do more than that. 

To me the name is sacred ; and the June 
Of long past years is with me still, and makes 

Life richer than it else could be — a boon 

Unknown to you, who cannot comprehend 

The ties that bind me yet to home, so dear. 
Tis only when the cherished love is lost 
There comes the heart-sick sense of exile 
drear. 
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The longing for applause, the thirst for fame 
Overmastered me, and drove me forth to 
roam; 
The years have gone, the fantasy has fled ; 
Unsatisfied, the heart still yearns for home. 

John Gowdy 



BY THE GARDEN GATE 

Those blush-red cheeks so dainty. 

Full well do I recall, 
And how I gazed upon them, — 

Well, Fred, I'll tell it all. 

Twas in the pensive gloaming 

Of a still October day ; 
I stood by the gate in silence. 

And care seemed far away. 

For, ah I those cheeks so tempting, 

Quite close to mine were held, 
And to taste their glowing beauty 

I seemed perforce impelled. 

And so (you'll not blame me, will you?) 

I took a luscious bite 
From the fairest cheek — of the apple 

That glowed in red and white. 

Elmer Francis Marsh 
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TO A VIOLET 

Modest little flower, 

Hidden in deep grasses, 
In the meadow bottom, 

Where the brooklet passes. 

Great coarse weeds above thee 

May shut off thy view, 
Taking up the sunshine. 

Drinking all the dew. 

Thou dost fill thy mission 
While they flaunt on high ; 

Close to earth and duty 
Thou dost bloom and die. 

Ralph FfeRNALD Lowe 



ON HER CHEEKS 

Her cheeks are each a missal where 
All's written that is good and fair. 
Just see that rubric's- rosy tint 
Her startled blush has penciled in't ! 
Ah, many an Honest soul is vexed 
By this illuminated text, 
Wherein a score of suitors read 
Their sweet, yet soul-tormenting creed. 

Nay, if it suit your fancy best, 
Her cheek's a dainty palimpsest, 

154 



Digitized by 



Google 



WESLEYAN VERSE 

From which the text's remotest traces 
A lover's kiss alone erases — 
Then, quicker than the sharpest pen, 
Writes the whole sermon on again. 



BALLAD OF THE SHIP 

O ships of yesterday, come back 

Just for a single voyage, and see 
The sooty funnel and smoky track 

Of a modem liner and you'll agree 
How graceless a barque may grow to be. 

'Tis the same on shore with the iron rails ; 
The world took things more leisurely 

Before the ships had lost their sails. 

There are masts of steel and an iron stack 

And a whistle that echoes mournfully! 
Coal is king, and his flag is black ; 

He has the world in his mastery. 
The galleons of old had souls and were free; 

Those were the days of mariners' tales. 
When the bending mast bore the heart of a tree, 

Before the ships had lost their sails. 

Envoi 

Old harbour hulks, ride peacefully. 
You were proud in your day: you weathered 
your gales. 
'Twas a slower time on land and sea 
Before the ships had lost their sails. 

Louis Jones Magee 
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THE ROSEBUD 

I plucked a rosebud late last night, 
With close-wrapt petals wet with dew — 

And when the sun rose in the sky, 
The rosebud — kissed — I sent to you. 

You wore it at your breast to-day, 
Well-graced within its shelter there. 

Your soft, warm bosom bade it bloom. 
Till petals opened full and fair. 

The rosebud withered, once full blown. 
Lost all its beauty, dainty grace — 

Tell me, would my love thus sent. 
Bloom and die in the rosebud's place? 

Ralph Welles Keeler 



FAITH'S CALENDAR 

I lingered by the brookside 
And listened to the stream, — 

Its voice was soft as a memory 
That ripples through a dream; 

The banks were white with blossoms. 
And the boughs that met overhead 

Bent lower with the fairy weight 
Of the birds that touched and fled. 
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And now the brook I loved so 

Has shrunken to a rill, 
Yet in mj eager heart it sings 

Its blithest music still; 

And even when the frosts come, 
And hardiest flowers depart, 

Though it's Autumn by the ahnanac 
It's April in my heart. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



FINLAND LOVE SONG 

Far off in the north the bright lights glow, 
Darting their gleamings o'er deserts of snow, 
Swift as their flashes my reindeer go 
Swift to my waiting love. 

Around me there whistles the cold winter blasf) 
The lights fade away, the clouds thicken fast. 
But soon I'll be there, all peril safe past, 
At the side of my waiting love. 

Then heiaho! reindeer; heiaho, twinkling feet. 
Yet quicker, yet faster ; be swift, be fleet ! 
That soon in sweet rapture my own shall meet 
The lips of my waiting love. 
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LAC DU SAINT SACRAMENT 

When comes the dreamy gloamingtide. 
And elves with fairy wings bedight 
Are chasing swift the rays of light. 

That linger at the waterside, 

I love to tarry by the lake. 
Within the chalice of the hills, 
Where in the depths and in the rills 

A spirit seems its home to make — 

A spirit, stirring moods intense 
Within the heart; sometimes in waves 
Of boisterous glee it wildly raves. 

Sometimes with calm it soothes the sense. 

Yet sweeter moods of reverie 
Are by a kindlier spirit stirred, 
When to my side she steals unheard. 

To watch the sunset-glow with me. 

Carl Fowler Price 



THE JOKE PROFESSORIAL AND THE 
SMILE ACADEMIC 

A First Honor smile 

You can hear a mile, 
Over the fence is out. 

A chuckle well made 

In the Second Grade 
Will land you without a doubt. 
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But if you grin 

You won't get in — 
Come into the garden, Maud. 

All those who sit 

And sneer at the wit 
Next winter will applaud. 



A GYPSY LOVE SONG 

Sad, sweet purple twilight, 

Hush of the opal hills; 
Lambent glow of my firelight ! 

My soul with longing Arills. 
Life is cold and sear, 
Oh, that my love were here ! 

Beloved, the waves of your tresses 
Shame the twilight shadows deep: 

Warmly the wood-flame presses. 
More warmly your passions sweep. 

Cruel miles between, dear. 

Oh, love, that you were here! 

Sad, sweet azure twilight, 

Brooding caress of the hills, 
Silvery shafts of the starlight, 

My soul with longing thrills 
To feel your warm lips near. 
Oh, love, if you were here! 

Clinton Fiske Wilding 
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THE APRIL BOY 

As I went through the April-world 

To watch my violets blow, 
I met a child I long had loved. 

Whose heart was pure as snow. 

"Come hither, little White-of-Soul, 

Now tell me how you fare V* 
He ran to me, he sprang at me. 

The sun was in his hair. 

His eyes were laughing like his lips. 

He had an April look; 
His feet were wet as ocean shells 

Frcwn wading in the brook. 

And Nature, too, became a child ; 

As far as eye could see 
The world was one big romping ground 

For Earth, the Boy, and Me! 

I quite forgot my violets. 

His eyes were both so blue. 
His merry lips that press'd my own 

Were mayflowers moist with dew. 

And as we took the road to town. 

The little lad and I, 
He seemed to hold the whole of spring 

And brush the winter by. 
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The birds all knew him, that Tm sure, 
They ne'er sang thus for me ; 

The budding branches seemed to reach 
To kiss each dimpled knee. 

And when I left him near his home, 
"Good-bye, big man," he said. 

"Good-bye, Sir April," I returned — 
He shouted, laughed and fled. 

Frederic Lawrence Knowles 



ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD 
(Uhlmd) 

A fleeting guest, you came and went, 
With footsteps light as dawn of day. 

Whence? Whither? We must be content 
That God both gave and took away. 

William Howard Mitchell 
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THE LAST LAP 

On the last lap : What memories rise 

Before the agile athlete's eyes, 
Of cinder track and final heat, 
Of wild applause and flying feet, 

As, straining down the stretch, he flies. 

As in a dream, he hears the cries 
Of loud reclaim. Tis his — ^the prize ! 
And he the hero of the meet. 
On the last lap ! 

When in the hammock, drowsy, lies 
The summer p^irl, 'neath summer skies. 
Old memories come of cosy seat 
In shady nook ; of kisses sweet 
And whispered words and soft replies, 
On her last lap. 

Ferris Greenslet 



YOUTH'S HOPE 

Away old Care and thy handmaid Sorrow — 
My ship comes in from the west to-morrow, 
Laden with sapphires, rubies, gold. 
Rarest of treasures, mine to hold. 
To have; whatever the wind or tide— 
The morning brings me a blushing bride. 
Ralph Welles Keele*> 
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ACKNOWLEDGING A BOUQUET 

"Is life worth living?" Question that 
Of old made wisest sages shiver ; 

But bolder modems answer pat — 
"It all depends upon the liver!" 

And some might think a small bouquet 
A gift not worth a rap or stiver; 

I look at it another way — 
It all depends upon the giver I 

And be the giver young and fair, 
Endowed with candor, wit and grace. 

Whose floral gifts, however rare, 
Match not the roses in her face. 

Then fortunate indeed is he 

To whom such largess comes unsought. 
And stony-hearted must he be 

To hold so sweet a gift as naught. 

But maidens never should forget 
That gifts will change if givers do ; 

Love-in-a-mist get very wet ; 

Forget-me-nots be turned to rue! 

William Howard Mitchell 
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THE COMEDY 
"Lifers Poor P/ay/'— (Essay on Man.) 

Behold the rising curtain! It foretells 
A time-worn comedy; the laughter gay, 

The joke, the jangle of the jester's bdls. 
And all the painted pageant of the play. 

We'll take our parts : you with your velvet gown. 
My lady — I with homespun suit of gray ; 

Now, boy, remember you must know the town 
And act the rake — and so, begins the play. 

Jest and be merry ! 'Tis an easy task. 

Come, fellow-actors! let us all be gay! 
Though eyes be tearful 'neath the merry mask. 

Come, let us laugh ! for we must play the play. 

Qose by your side the unseen Prompter stands ; 

Fear not, he whispers what is yours to say ; 
His name is Destiny, and in his hands 

He holds the Author's copy of the play. 

Then paint the laughing wrinkles 'neath your 
eyes — 
Assume your role; shall we prove cowards? 
Nay! 
Though hearts be breaking 'neath the fair dis- 
guise. 
Come, let us laugh ! For thus we act the play, 

Which runs through many a jovial scene, nor 
stops 
Until the glaring footlights fade away : 
The darkness falls — the viewless curtain drops — 
The roisterers sleep — and finished is the play. 
Frederic Lawrence Knowles 
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WESLEYAN UNIVERSITY 

Dear College home, a fairer spot 

The world has never seen; 
We love thy stately trees, brown walls 

And campus soft and green. 
We love thee for the glorious past. 

For what thou art to-day ; 
While down the years our faith sends forth 

A bright, prophetic ray. 

Lol this the vision that we see, 

As forward now we gaze: 
Our College nobler, grander grown. 

The object of men's praise ; 
All discord gone, one purpose fills 

The heart of every man: 
To do his level best to serve 

The cause of Wesleyan. 

Move forward then, with steady pace. 

To glories yet to be ; 
New joy shines in a thousand eyes. 

That now are fixed on thee; 
A thousand hearts beat high with hope. 

With ne'er a thought of fear, 
While all thy sons rise up and greet 

The future with a cheer. 

Oscar Kuhns 
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"How came these verses?" you ask me. 

Would that I knew! 
"Why were they writtenf — you task me. 

Who can tell, who! 
Stripping a butterfly s pinions 

To learn how they grew; 
Wasting a violefs dominions 

To search for the dew; 
Spoiling the odor, the juices. 

The Aavor, the hue; 
Rifling the haunts of the Muses, 

For secrets and clue! 

All one can say is: "Sir Quibbler, 

Once on a time. 
Songs in the heart of the scribbler 

Sang into rhyme; 
Latin lost all its enchantment — 

Logic was worse — 
Joy claimed its rights; the result is 

Wesleyan Verse'!" 
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